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ABOUT MY 
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BURBANK TEST PILOT says: 


“Experimenting is my business, but when | shop | don’t take risks... 


I'm always satisfied most with 
a BRAND that’s made a NAME for itself!” 


| MANUFACTURER 


**| MADEIT... and I know it combines top 


ty materials and superior workmanship 

fair price. That's the only way I can be 

my product will satisfy people and make 
1 name for itself.” 


DEALER 


**1 SOLD IT... recommended it because 
it's made a name for itself. Trusted brands 
give folks the widest choice and newest im- 
provements. There’s no confusion, no risks, 
and no lost customers!” 


CUSTOMER 


“| BOUGHT IT... and I'm satisfied it’s 
the best for my money. I know what I'm 
getting with well-known brands. They take 
the risk out of buying...even when you 
have to order by phone.” 


THE BRANDS YOU SEE ADVERTISED IN THIS MAGAZINE ARE NAMES YOU CAN TRUST! 


They stand firmly behind every product and claim they make. 
BRAND NAMES FOUNDATION, INC. + 437 FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK 16, N. Y, 
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Blouse 
Style No. 267 


32-38 398 "4 


Skirt 
Style No. 268 


22.30 638. Cl 
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Style Ne. 206 — EVENING JEWEL. Precious sophisticate 
with a princess waist and a burst of gathers low on each hip. 
Of rustling rayon taffeta that whispers magically as you 
dance. Black, navy, peacock or pink. 


Style No. 739 — FIGURE TRICKS. It's the sheath that's 
sure to bring compliments galore. Rayon menswear tailored 
to cause excitement with its slim waist and fashion-tapered 
skirt. In navy, grey, brown or turquoise. 


Style Ne. 267 — Exquisite nylon and acetate blouse to give 
you fashion curves galore. Red, white, powder. 


Style Ne. 268 — Frothy nylon and acetate skirt whirls wide 
in dreamy circles. Red, white, and powder. 


Style No. 249 — TOWN TREAT. In rayon menswear with no 
sleeves at all and a bevy of buttons for fashion news. Sheath- 
slender lines for that slim look, walking pleats sparked with 
an intriguing bow. Pink, powder blue, beige. 


Style Ne. 6146 — SUAVE SORCERESS. Delightfully shirred 
and moulded portrait neckline sparkles with a rhinestone pin. 
The taper-slim skirt has fashion’s newest look — the accent 
of floating panels. Rayon taffeta in black, navy, green. 


Style Ne. 270—EVENING ROMANCE. Lavish rayon taffeta 
enhancing your curves from deep decolletage to dreamy skirt, 
fashioned to new fullness with below-hip shirring and cap 
sleeves. Exquisite lace dalli liven both neckline and 
skirt. Beige, powder blue. pink or aqua. 
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71-08, Asbury Park, N. J. ‘ . 
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73 PREPAID ORDER: I enclose price of gar- 


ment plus Mec to cover postage and handling 
save over 7Sc in C.O.D. fees. 


€.0.D. ORDER: | will pay posiman amount 
.D. and handling fees. 


arment in 10 days if not satished. 
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COO! 


Nothing to stop you from rushing head- 
long into a clear, fresh pool, a mountain 
spring, a briny surf! When it’s time-of- 
the-month, you can still keep cool! You 
an swim wearing Tampax—the internal 
sanitary protection that really protects 
while it keeps your secret safe! 

Doctor-invented Tampax® is invisible 
and unfelt when in place. You can wear 
t under the sleekest bathing suit—and 
no one will ever know! You can dive, 
swim, be a living mermatd—and Tampax 
won't absorb a drop of water! 

Any time, anywhere, Tampax is the 
coolest, nicest, most comfortable 
sanitary protection you can 
wear. No belts, pins or pads to 
chafe and bind. Nothing to 
bulge or show. Nothing to cause odor. 

Take off for a breezy beach at a mo- 

vent’s notice! Say “goodbye’’ to “prob- 
em days” with Tampax! It’s easy to 
hange .. . simple co dispose of . . . con- 
venient to carry. Why, as much as a 
whole month's supply tucks away in 
your purse! 3 absorbencies: Regular, 
Junior, Super. Wherever drug products 
ure sold. Tampax Incorporated, Palmer, 
Massachusetts. 
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Invented by a doctor— 
now used by millions of women 
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Model Magazine 


Please consider this letter as congratulatory 
on your models and stories, from a very avid 
reader of TAN. The girls and guys really do 
look good, and the stories really sound true 
to the Negro American way of life. 

Antoinette Wright 
Mansfield, Ohio 


No More Charlotte Evans 


I have enjoyed reading your wonderful mag- 
azine, that is, up until a point. It seems now 
every time I think that I am going to read 
something new and different, what do I find? 
Letters and their comments on the essay 
Charlotte Evans wrote, “The Trouble With 
Negro Men.” Why is it all so important as to 
just what Charlotte Evans thinks of the Negro 
man? Who is she to judge? The only person 
Mrs. Charlotte Evans should judge is, Mrs. 
Charlotte Evans . . . And no one else. 

Mrs. Queen Esther Kennedy 
E] Centro, Calif. 


Beauty in Color 


I am a constant reader of TAN and enjoy 
each issue. But this is what I would like to 
ask. Why don’t you use a dark girl for the 
cover sometimes? I think they are as beautiful 
as the brownskin ones. We, the colored peo- 
ple who live in Costa Rica, would like to see 
their pictures and not just read about their 
beauty. I am a brownskinned Negro but | 
think everyone has dreams of love and romance. 

Diana Haword 
San José, Costa Rica 


Unanswered Secret 


Reading your February TAN was a treat. 
The story “My Husband’s Secret” was told by 
the young wife Cathy in a decent manner. 
Thanks to God she was an understanding 
person. Yet, | wonder: will the marriage ever 
work? 

L. E. T. Hayes 
Baton Rouge, La. 


I enjoyed the story, “My Rebel Heart.” The 
experiences of this girl really show how a 
person who is not really bad can let her emo- 
tions get her all mixed up, and into all kinds 
of trouble. I really felt sorry for her as she 
told how she had gone from one employer to 
another, literally speaking. 

I am so glad that Harriet finally came to 
know the error of her ways, and changed to a 
good life. Keep bringing us stories like this 
in your wonderful TAN. 

Cecelia Blackstone 
Camden, New Jersey 











“LOVE WALKED RIGHT IN when I cleared 


up my skin with Nadinola!” 


f romance seems to be passing you 
by, your complexion may be to 
blame. Well, for goodness sake, don’t 
give in to an unattractive skin. Do 
something about it today. Try 
NADINOLA Bleaching Cream. 


Nothing—no nothing—will im- 
prove your complexion in so many 
different ways as NADINOLA. 


Is your skin dark and dull? 
NADINOLA will lighten and brighten 
it. Are you embarrassed by oily 
shine, enlarged pores and black- 
heads? Some creams try to cover 
up these complexion faults. But 
NADINOLA works within the skin to 
help correct them. 


FOR OILY SKIN 
Nadinola Deluxe 
Bleaching Cream is non- 
oily, greaseless. Lightens 
skin and lessens shine— 
75¢ and $1.25 


Sate 
Sapinot 


FOR DRY SKIN 


The original, ever-famous 
Nadinola Bleaching Cream is 
enriched with fine cosmetic oils 


to relieve dryness—75c and $1.25 





Perhaps your complexion has be- 
come sort of tired and old looking. 
NADINOLA will give it new freshness, 
make it look years younger. And 
many women buy NADINOLA just 
for their hands—to ‘fade those ugly, 
freckled brown spots which spoil 
their beauty. 


NADINOLA works so fast that these 
wonderful results are guaranteed 
from just one treatment-size jar! 


So get NADINOLA right away at 
your favorite cosmetics counter. 
There are two kinds—one for oily 
skin, one for dry skin—both guar- 
anteed to‘satisfy you or your money 
back. NADINOLA, Paris, Tenn. 


NADINOLA 


BLEACHING CREAM 


Just one jar of Nadinola 
will make your complexion 
lighter, brighter and lovelier. 











I've never written to a Pen Pal club before 
but I feel sc despondent at this time and so in 
need of new friends that I hope you'll publish 
my letter. I’m feeling low because the girl that 
[ had been so crazy about for the past two 
years has just left me for another guy. I know 
that I have to forget her, but I need to meet 
new girls and my old hangouts just aren’t the 
same anymore. I’m 21, of light complexion, and 
except where music is concerned, am inclined 
to be serious—but not so much that I don’t love 
having a good time on dates. I’m not con- 
sidered bad looking. I’d like very much to hear 
from girls (especially those living in the New 
York area) from 17 years old to the early 20s. 
I'd be very happy to correspond and exchange 
photos with any girl interested enough to write. 

Gene Brown 
536 E. 28th St. 
Brooklyn, N. Y. 


[ read your Pen Pal page in TAN for the 
first time today and hope you can find room to 
print this plea from a lonely veteran who is 
disabled and very lonely in a nursing home. 
I'm 36 years old and would like to correspond 
vith women about my age. I like fishing, model 
1irplane building and music. I promise to an- 
wer all letters and will also exchange snap- 
nots 

James Duncan 
315 N.E. Russett 
Portland 11, Ore. 


[ am a TAN fan and think it is the best in 
nagazines today. I’ve just returned from the 
States and would like to correspond with young 
eople from all over the world between 16-21. 

am a lonely marine. Like to swim, fish and 
hunt; in other words, I like all sports. I am 
1 Negro, 18, 58”, 157 lbs. Also very handsome 
ind would like for this to be answered very 


oon 


Pfc. Hubert Hunt 1585135 U.S. MC 
Ord. Serv. Co., 3rd Serv. 

Regt. 3rd Marine Div. FMF 

c/o F.P.O. San Francisco, Calif. 


\t this time, I will extend my congratula- 
tions and thanks to the entire crew of TAN 
magazine for the superior manner in which 
your magazine is tops. In my conclusion, I have 
een in the Army for 12 years and have been 
lonely. I am a U. S. cameraman; medium 
brown in color, 29, 5’10’, brown eyes, 180 
lbs. I’ve traveled the world wide and have 
many tales of the seven wonders of the world. 
\m interested in all sports and also enjoy 
music and movies. I’d be glad to correspond 
with women 17-45 (with children or without 
hildren) who do not smoke or drink. 

Mack Henry Allen Jr. 
RA 16121607 U.S. Army 
Carrison, (5012) 

Fort Sheridan, III. 


[ am serving in the U. S. Marine Corps and 
incerely would like to be entered in your Pen 
’al column. I am interested in corresponding 
with young ladies regardless of race or re- 
ligion. | am 19, medium build, tan complexion, 








PEN PALS 


(This page is reserved for all TAN readers who wish to make 
new friends, in the United States and elsewhere. 


Keep the 


letters coming—the more the merrier!) 


black hair, brown eyes. High school education, 

Protestant religion. My hobbies are: various 

sports, music and letter writing. Like meeting 

interesting personalities but dislike loud and 

crowded places. Will answer all letters faith- 
fully. 

Pvt. Merrill Moore (1518757) 

H&S Co. Demo. Sec. 2nd I.T.R. 

Camp Pendleton, Calif. 


This is my first letter to you, the publishers 
of my most beloved and close friend, the TAN 
magazine. I am interested in corresponding 
with men and women from the U. S. and all 
over the world, of all races and all ages. I 
am 22, 5’6”, 130 lbs., with brown hair and eyes. 
Photos will be enclosed on request, and all 
letters will be answered promptly, promise. 
Finding a little space for my request in your 
Pen Pal page will make me obliged to you. 

Arsham Mirzian 
Health Pharmacy 
Baghdad, IRAQ 


I would very much appreciate it if you would 
publish this request for Pen friends in your 
Pen Pal column. I was born in Jamaica and 
am an East Indian, 22, 5’7”. I am now em- 
ployed by a mining company as a geophysical 
instrument operator. I would like to corre- 
spond and exchange snapshots with young peo- 
ple 16-26 from all parts of the world. All 
correspondence will be answered promptly. 

Sonny E. Maragh 

104 Spanish Town Road 
Whitfield Town P. O. 
Kingston 

Jamaica, B.W.I. 


I would like very much to correspond with 
young ladies from anywhere in the world, or 
any race or nationality. I am a Negro of med- 
ium complexion. I am 27, 6’3”, 170 lbs., with 
black hair and brown eyes. I have been mar- 
ried and divorced. I do not smoke or gamble 
and am not a drinker. I work six days a week. 
T will send each lady I hear from a photo and 
answer each letter immediately. 

James R. Chattman 
1014% Walter St., N. E. 
Albuquerque, N. M. 


My last letter must have been lost because 

I haven’t seen it appear in any issue yet. Well, 

Qué, Sera, Sera. This time I’d like to make 

sure it appears. My name is Rubi Alene John- 

son. I would like to correspond with guys and 

gals between the ages 17-19. I enjoy music, 
dancing and sports. 

Rubi Johnson 

112 East New St. 

Coffeyville, Kan. 


I wish to have my name appear in your Pen 
Pal column. I am a lonesome soldier and 
would like to hear from young people between 
the ages of 17-23. I am 19, 5’6”, 145 lbs. I like 
dancing, swimming and all types of sports. 
Please publish my name as soon as possible be- 


cause I am very lonely. I guarantee all letters 

will be answered, for I haven’t time for any- 
thing but writing. 

Pfc. Kenneth Wayne Turner 

“B” Co. 3 Amph. Tract (Rein.) “Bn” 

Ist Marine Division FMF 

Camp Pendleton, Calif, 


I am a very lonely young Negro widow. | 
am 22, 53%”, 130 lbs. By some, I am con- 
sidered attractive. I am the serious type, yet 
[ have a very good sense of humor. My hobbies 
are cooking and sewing, but I also like dancing 
and movies. I am interested in hearing from 
young men between the ages of 26-37. Will 
exchange photos and answer all letters. 

Mrs. Bernetha Small 
845 Beck St. 
Bronx 59, N. Y. 


Pen Pals wanted! I am 31, 135 lbs., 5/6”, 
with light brown complexion and reddish 
brown hair, light brown eyes and I wear a 
mustache. I like sports, rock ’n’ roll, classics, 
movies and go to church. I would like to cor- 
respond with young ladies between 22-29, both 
here and overseas, regardless of race. I promise 
to answer letters promptly and will exchange 
photos. I am single and do have a good job. 

James Robert Irby 
109 West 130th Street 
New York, N. Y. 


TAN is my favorite magazine and I would 
appreciate it if you would put my request for 
Pen Pals in your column. It is my greatest de- 
sire to correspond with young ladies between 
the ages 15-21 in the U.S.A. and all other parts 
of the world. I am a lonely boy, 19, 5’7”, with 
medium complexion, hazel eyes. Weigh 120 
Ibs. My hobbies are dancing, swimming, hav- 
ing fun and best of all, writing. I will exchange 
photos with any one. Won’t all you charming 
girls who read my letter write to me? I defi- 
nitely will reply. 

Adrian T. Addhin 
St. Mary’s Village 
South Oropouche 
Trinidad 

British West Indies 


| only recently subscribed to TAN and didn’t 
know such an interesting colored man’s maga- 
zine existed. My interest is mostly in the Pen 
Pals column for I have been dreaming for a 
long time of having Negro pen pals. I am a 
colored man myself. I am writing you this 
letter requesting your help in getting pen pals 
from the United States or any part of the 
world. I also don’t mind getting a few white 
pen pals. I am an Fthiopian, 21 years of age, 
brown color, 5’6” tall and 150 pounds. I would 
like to exchange photos, cards and letters and 
will certainly answer all letters without delay. 
Getahure Mehretu 

%o Ethiopian Air Lines 

P. O. Box 1F55 

Addis Ababa, Ethiopia 
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A Forum On 
Marriage Problems 


By Frances Jackson 


EAR MRS. JACKSON: 

I am 17 years old and in my senior 
year at high school. I hope you can help 
me with my problem. My girl friends all 
go with boys who are nice looking. The 
only trouble is that they don’t pay atten- 
tion to a boy unless he is light-skinned 
and has curly, pretty hair. I am dating 
a boy who is dark and my friends always 
tease me about him and ask if I can’t do 
any better. I don’t know what to do or 
say. This boy is very, very nice to me 
and is always a perfect gentleman. I like 
him a lot and he likes me. Yours truly, 


A. N. Landson 


Dear A. N.: 

Your friends sound like a 
snobbish bunch of spoiled 
brats, and their judgment 
wouldn’t count in a flea fight. 
Only foolish and ignorant peo- 
ple are so blindly prejudiced 
that they judge an individual 
on his physical merits alone. 
Ignore the opinions of your 
girl friends and continue dat- 
ing your present boy friend. 
Girls will be girls so overlook 
their unfair comments. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

I am 18 and have been going with a 
boy for about a year. It was like heaven 
on earth at first because I loved him very 
much. Lately, however, I doubt if he 
loves me because he is going out with an- 
other girl and she is pregnant and will 
have her child in about three months. 
Both of us girls are Catholic and kissing 
or necking with a boy is a serious sin. 


Well, to cut it short, I usually stick to the 
rules, most of the time, but lately he has 
been going back with this other girl. Do 
you think he loves me as he says he does. 

Miss Shirley Julien 


Dear Shirley: 

Before you are confronted 
with the same problem as the 
“other” girl, drop this boy like 
a hot potato. It would also be 
wise for you to have a talk with 
the priest in your parish. Your 
hoy friend isn’t reliable and 
probably won’t prove much 
better in the future. Before 
you have more problems than 
you can handle, break off the 
relationship. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

I am a 29-year-old divorced man and 
now I want to marry a girl who is 
twenty. During the separation before 
my divorce I ran around with different 
girls because I was badly hurt, but since 
that time I have met this girl whom I 
love very much. I have tried to straight- 
en out my life and told my cronies that 
I couldn’t run around with them any- 
more. 

My girl has a friend who likes to 
party and when they go they refuse to 
take me with them. If I suggest going 
she gets mad and says that I don’t trust 
her. She says I’m also fooling around 
with my old girl friends. This is not so. 
I work ten hours a night and my friends 
say I’m foolish. I have given her an en- 
gagement ring, and though I’m sure she 
is not a bad girl, I wonder if she under- 
stands what she wants in life. I believe 
that she does love me. 

I told her to give me a chance, and 
though she wouldn’t have to give up her 
girl friend, at least they could ask me 
Confused. 

Mr. E. H. 


along occasionally. 


Dear Mr. E. H.: 

Often it is difficult for a 
young unmarried girl of 20 
who is busy living life to the 
hilt, to think as does an older, 
more experienced man who 
has had these experiences and 
is ready to settle down. Youth 
must have its fling, so if you 
want to marry her, you’ll have 
to acquire a bit of patience 
and wait until she is ready to 
become your wife. 











$5O02° to $2502° 
LUCKY HEART COSMETICS 


Sure you want extras! Everyone does! Of course, it 
takes money to get the extra things we all want, and 


with 


that’s where Lucky Heart tics come in. You can 
get the money you need, by showing, demonstrating 
and selling exclusive quality, nationally advertised 
Lucky Heart Cosmetics to your friends, neighbors, and 
relatives. We show you how, send you everything you 
need to get your start ing Big money for the ex- 
tras you want. You'll offer fine ‘umes, beauty aids, 
hair care products...all so beautifully packaged they 
sell on sight. Your customers will be so pleased with 
Lucky Heart Cosmetics, they will often call and give 
you more orders—and every order means more money 
in your pocket! NO EXPERIENCE NEEDED. Men 
or Women of any age spending full or spare time,can 
quickly make the money they need for the extras that 
mean Good Living. So start making BIG money NOW! 


FREE DisPLay CASE OFFER 


With fine —- of full-size, beau- 












! 
| Please rush me full details on making Big i Money | 
for the extras I want. Send me FREE Display Case Offer 
| right away | 


| BC abedinianembaiccnsenpedbbersteeedesoussinssous 
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Not 

field tor a men, 
pis e home study 
course aoa foundation. If you have 
the mweitede for = type of work, send for 
FREE Booklet, “Opportunities ‘in Com- 


63s Diversey ONAL RAKIN 25e Ghicago 14, m. 


ADVANCE TE ® 
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Music composed for your words. Re- 


cords and copies furnished. Let us try 
to help you be a success in this field. 


MOLLY WOOD TUNESMITHS 



























TO THE WRITER 
OF BEST SONG 


SELECTED 
LIS MUL Lie 1609 Vista Dei Mar, Dept. } @ Nellyweed 28, Calif, 





Find PEACE! HOPE! INSPIRATION! 


Every day, with “GEMS FROM THE BIBLE”, 


GOoD’s Posten aay 
WORD 


recorded on convenient, 
ON YOUR 
RECORD PLAYER 







lifetime 45 RPM, all for only 
$1, postpaid. Make won- 
derful gifts. Rush $1 to: 
BCA, Dept. G ,1733 Bway.,N.Y.C. 
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K VEN BEFORE Jimmy swung the car 
‘ off the highway into the driveway 
that led to the motel I knew that I 
uldn’t go through with it. I knew I'd 
back out even before Jimmy gave me a 
nowing wink and said, “You just sit 
in the car while I go in the office 
ind rent us a cabin.” 

No. Wait, Jimmy—” I faltered. 
What’s the matter, Marge? You gon- 

1 chicken out on me?” he drawled. 
| closed my eyes to shut out the sight 
of his contemptuous gaze. “It’s not that, 
Jimmy. I—I just don’t want to, that’s 


He gave a short, hard laugh. “You'll 
warm up soon’s we get inside.” I felt 
arm go around my waist and I slid 

y from him, close to the car door. 

lake me home,” I said, trying hard 
to keep my voice steady. 

Oh, no,” Jimmy growled. “This date 
was as much your idea as mine. You 
knew in front that this is where we'd 

» after the show.” 


But, I—” 
He cut short my protest with a wave 
f his hand. “Look, Marge, we might 


but I was doing it for spite. I had to show Emory that he 





I should never have been out with Jimmy in the first place, 


couldn’t toss me aside like an old shoe. But now I had gone 


too far with Jimmy—and there was no turning back 


as well get one thing straight,” he told 
me. “I’m wise to why you came out 
with me tonight. You did it to get even 
with your boyfriend, and I’m all for it!” 

Jimmy was right. I was out with him 
because I’d quarreled with Emory. Em- 
ory Hill was more than just a pal. We’d 
been friends ever since we were kids, 
and now that we were seniors in high 
school he was my steady date. Emory 
wanted to be a lawyer, which was fine 
with me, but he was so serious about his 
studies that many times he had his nose 
stuck in a book when I would rather 
have been out having fun. 

The week of final exams at school, 
Emory told me that he couldn’t spare 
any time. Even though there was a 
dance given by the social club I be- 
longed to, he refused to go. We argued 
about it, one word leading to another 
until we were both saying things we 
really didn’t mean. 

When I calmed down I was sorry for 
the whole thing, but I was determined 
to teach Emory a lesson. I| didn’t want 
him to get the idea that I had to sit 
around twiddling my thumbs if he didn’t 





take me anywhere. I could have all the 
dates | wanted, I had boasted, and | set 
out to prove it. 

I don’t know why I picked Jimmy as 
the first boy to help me prove my pop- 
ularity, except that he was good looking 
in a sullen sort of way. He lived down 
in the “Flats,” as the rougher section 
of town was called, and he never ran 
around with our bunch at school. 

Jimmy had dropped out of school a 
few months earlier and got himself a 
job. He managed to get a second-hand 
car and parked near the school on Fri- 
day afternoons trying to pick up girls. 
I'd heard plenty of wild tales about him 
and his buddies, but I was so mad at 
Emory that nothing mattered except get- 
ting a chance to strike back at Emory. 

I couldn’t figure it out. For the past 
three weeks all I had seen of him was 
in classes and the few minutes it took 
him to walk me home. Evening dates 
with him—the movies, sipping Cokes 
at the juke joint, or just sitting looking 
at TV—suddenly stopped. When I asked 
Emory why, all he would say was, “It’s 
getting close to graduation.” 
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“As if I didn’t know,” I said one 
day. “But that’s no reason for making 
me feel like last year’s wallflower.” 

“I’m sorry, Marge,” Emory said apol- 
ogetically. “Maybe you ought to find 
someone else. Someone who can show 
you a good time.” 

“You bet I will, Mr. Bookworm!” I 
said flippantly. “I’m going to do just 
that.” 

I flounced off, and that’s when I ran 
into Jimmy. I hadn’t really intended 
to let myself get into such a crack, but 
there I was in the front seat of his 
car, desperately trying to keep him from 
pawing me. 

Jimmy was slick. He suddenly moved 
away from me and I had nothing to 
struggle against. “Just because I live in 
the ‘Flats,’ don’t play me cheap,” he said 
coolly. “I know how to handle a hinckty 
chick like you. Now you just sit here 
while I get a cabin. If you get any ideas 
about running out on me, just think 
about that 20-mile walk back to town.” 

With that, he got out of the car, tak- 
ing the ignition key with him. He had 
me in a corner, all right. Even if I 





jumped out of the car, I realized 
I wouldn’t get far walking in the high 
heels I was wearing. Traffic was scarce 
at that time of night, and even if I got 
a lift into town, it would be so late when 
I got home I could never explain to my 
parents. Especially since they knew I 
was not out with Emory, whom they 
trusted. 

So there I was, knowing I should do 
something but just sitting, being angry 
at Emory for preferring some old school 
book instead of my company. 

In a few minutes, Jimmy returned. 
“Okay, baby,” he said, “let’s go. We’ve 
got Cabin Four.” 

Without really wanting to, I found 
myself getting out of the car and follow- 
ing him into the tiny cabin. It was drab 
and dingy, no bigger than a closet. The 
bed took up most of the space. The 
moment I saw it, I turned and tried to 
run. 

Jimmy caught me and wrapped his 
arms around me. “What’s your hurry?” 
he said in a hoarse voice. A peculiar 
light burned in his eyes as he forced 
my lips up to his. His kiss was crude 








and demanding. Somehow, I broke away 
and retreated to a corner of the room. 
Jimmy grinned at me evilly. 

“Maybe this'll help put you in the 
mood,” he leered, pulling a pint bottle 
of liquor from his hip pocket. 

I shook my head, too frightened to 
speak. Then a thought occurred to me. 
It was clear that I could never fight my 
way out, so I decided to play for time. 
I put on a smile that was meant to be 
alluring. “I think I will have a drink,” 
I said, “but I can’t drink it straight. 
You'll have to go get something to mix 
it with.” 

I held my breath, waiting for him to 
go to the motel office, where they sold 
cigarettes and soft drinks. But my last 
hope was dashed when Jimmy said 
smoothly, “You’ll have a mixer, baby 
—only I won’t go out to get it.” 

He turned to the phone on the wall 
and after a moment, said into the 
mouthpiece, “This is Cabin Four. Send 
somebody down here with some ginger 
ale.” 

I almost cried when he turned back 
to me with a triumphant smile on his 
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Got Relief from Itching, Burning Sting of 


TEEN AGE 
PIMPLES 


“The stinging, itching misery of acne 
pimples and blackheads made me terri- 
bly unhappy. I tried to getrelief with sev- 
eral lotions and ointments without much 
luck. On the advice of a friend, I bought 
Black and White Ointment. It quickly 
relieved the itching, stinging misery. I 
want others to know about it.”’ 


LaReine LaMar F 
Brooklyn, N. Y. ; f 


More For Your Money! 


Thousands praise famous Black and White 
Ointment. You will, too. Quickly checks 
itch, burn of eczema, blackheads, simple 
ringworm and tetter. Trial size only 20¢. 
Regular size is only 35¢, and you get 4% 
times as much in the large 75¢ size. Save— 
buy the large economy sizes. Cleanse skin 
daily with mild Black and White Skin Soap. 
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DISCOVER THE SECRET 


OF A PERFECT FIGURE only 
discover front zipper 5.95 
nylon or 


4’n1 Shape-0-Lette 


At last you can have the perfect 
figure you’ve always longed for. Yes, 
one garment Shape-O-Lette gives 
you: a beautiful uplift, an alluring 
decollete and a really tiny waist. 
Gone forever are unwanted bulges 
and rolls of fat. Yet you never have a 
moment’s discomfort. The convenient 
full-length front zipper makes 
Shape-O-Lette easy to get into. 
Lastex action-back for firm support. 
And imagine Shape-O-Lette costs 
only 5.95, the price of a longline bra 
alone. Removable, adjustable straps. 
For proper fit, state bust size. 


rayon satin 





1. plunge bra 


| 


7 at 
WILCO FASHIONS, Dept. TF91-G Ka 4 
Rockville Centre, N. Y | Sy 








send SHAPE-O-LETTE C.O.D. Ly . 

(€ I'll pay $5.95 plus postage | ; : 

(2 I enclose $5.95, you pay postage i A aii 

size color____2nd choice | 1 
nylon 1) rayon satin DT) | \ 


name (print) 





| WHITE PINK BLUE BLACK 
A cup, 32-38 B cup, 3440 C cup, 3442 
| SEND NO MONEY—10 DAY FREE TRIAL 


address (print) 





city zone. state. 
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I had been a fool to drive 
to the cabin with Jimmy, 
I knew that now—now 


that it was too late 


hard face. “Don’t try to trick the trick- 
er,” he gloated. “You’re not going to 
slip out while my back is turned. In 
fact, you’re not leaving here until / say 
so, and that’s not gonna be for a long 
time yet.” An evil scowl crossed his face. 
“No double-dealing little broad like you 
is gonna make a sucker out of me.” he 
snapped. 

I slumped down on the bed. I was 
beaten. I knew that nothing could pre- 
vent Jimmy from satisfying his desires 
with me. Over and over I berated my- 
self for being such a fool. But it was 
too late. Through eyes half-blinded by 
tears of remorse, I watched him move 
closer and closer and closer. 

There was a knock on the door. A 
look of annoyance flitted across Jimmy’s 
face, then he said, “There’s your ginger 
ale. Good. You look like you need a 
drink, baby.” 

With a knowing wink, he turned and 
went to the door. He unlocked it and 
stepped back. And in walked Emory! 
My heart leaped into my throat as | ran 
to him and threw my arms around him, 
ignoring the tray of ginger ale and 
glasses in his hand. 

I was so relieved at seeing Emory and 
so deliriously happy that I don’t even 
remember how I got out of that cabin 
and into the motel’s station wagon. It 
was only when we were almost home 
that all the things Emory had been tell- 
ing me finally sank in. 

He had been working at the motel 
ever since we stopped having evening 
dates, and giving the cabins room serv- 
ice was one of his chores. But the thing 
that really made me happiest was the 
reason for his taking the after-school 
job. It was to earn enough money to 
buy me a graduation present. 

I nestled closer to him and laid my 
head on his shoulder. “You save that 
money to help pay for law school,” I 
murmured happily. “I got my gradu- 
ation present tonight!” 


THE END 
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On The Reco 


By James Goodrich 


RROLL GARNER appears in his 

most natural setting in a new Co- 
lumbia LP album called “The Most 
Happy Piano.” A keyboarder whose 
style experts say makes the “happiest 
sounds” in jazz, the elfish Down Beat 
poll winner for 1956 plays a collection 
entirely devoted to carefree music and 
the results bring cheer to the ear. Erroll 
never sounded more pleasing on record- 
ings than he does here. 

Backed by (bassist Al Hall 
and drummer Specs Powell), Garner 
romps on everything in the package 
of 10 tunes that such fa- 
miliar jazz figures as But Not For Me, 
Time On My Hands, Alexander's Rag- 


a duo 


includes 


time Band and OL Man River. Also 
included: three unusual selections for 
the swing treatment—a classic (Full 


Moon And Empty Arms), an indigo 
opus (The Way Back Blues) and a 
Latin flavored ditty (Mambo 207). Gar- 
ner shifts from his bouncy stylings into 
a supersonic groove on Passing Through, 
an original of his which serves to dem- 





onstrate that he can keep up with the 
fastest on the keyboard. 

Spinning any offering in the album, 
one hears all the entertaining Garner- 
the rock, the polyrhythms, the 
staccato runs. But on certain uptempo 


isms: 


sides (Alexander’s Ragtime Band is an 
example), there’s something extra spe- 
cial. You catch Erroll up to an amusing 
trick of his: playing a march beat with 
his left hand while his right hand swings 
away on a merry kick. It gives the im- 
pression, as one jazz observer has noted, 
that Erroll is 
bench without leaving it.” 
describes Erroll as the 
strut sitting down.” 
“The Most Happy Piano” 
leased fast on the heels of Garner’s 
“Concert by the Sea,” 
album for 


“on parade from a piano 
The observer 
“man who can 


was re- 


Columbia’s best- 
selling instrumental more 
than four months recently. Garner be- 
came one of the hottest attractions in 
the jazz record parade with the first 
set which was recorded last year before 


a Pacific Coast (Continued on Page 77 ) 


Vil Set You Up Ina 
MONEY-MAKING 


BUSINESS You FT 


Run From Home! 






EVERYTHING 
FURNISHED 


eee 
TOP MEN MAKE 

$5 - 310 
AN HOUR! 

eee 
YOU NEVER 

INVEST 
ONE CENT! 











Pocket double profits with Mason's new 2-in-1, 

combination shoe-and-jacket deals! I'll rush you FREE 
powerfu! Starting Business Outfit with EVERYTHING 
you need to make exciting extra money from first 
hour—show you how to add ae oe much as $660 
EXTRA to your income each month for just 2 orders a 
day, right from your home! EVERYONE wants com- 
fortable Mason Air-Cushioned shoes. They're not 
sold in stores—folks must buy from you. Offer 195 
dress, sport, work shoe styles—plus jackets—for 
men, women. Run the best "shoe store" business in 
town because you "carry" a stock of 200,000 pairs 
in sizes 24-15, widths AAAA-EEEE . . . folks get 
the style, size, width they want. No wonder Mason 
shoes and jackets bring fast profits! Rush postcard 
for your FREE Outfit today! MASON SHOE MFG. CO., 

Chippewa Falls, Wisconsin, DEPT.815 
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DO YOU WANT RELIEF? 
Drunkenness ruins Health, eoet 
ness. Break the Dr rinking ET 
UICKLY...INEXPENSIVELY! 
se ALCOREM, the omesing Dawid 
that promotes aversion (dislike) to- 
| ward ALL intoxicating drinks. Not 
classed as a permanent “‘cure,”’ but 
it IS a recognized method of with- 
drawal s alcohol. Interrupts drink- 
le and causes many to turn 
os ae in SECRET. A few drops of 





from liquor. Ma 
this wonderful A COREM eliminates desire for more 
RANT 


alcohol. Pure and Effective. Aversion 
treatment is recognized by Medical Authority. 
ALCOREM comes ready to use—simple instructions in- 
cluded—need not cause excessive time out from work or 
social duties. One bene eer we user writes: 
ASE SEN ME RE WONDERFUL 
END WHO IS A 
DRIN UGHT FROM YOU BE- 
FORE AND HAD WONDERFUL RESULTS.” As an 
additional help we send . 
FREE! 21 PINKIES with order of ALCOREM 
Special Formula capsules to help nervous and digestive 
systems. Also FREE WEIGHT CHART to guide re- 
formed drinker to proper weight. 
DO NOT DELAY e ORDER ALCOREM NOW 
SATISFACTION OR MONEY . We rush 
ALCOREM, a. Weight Chet rm he wrapees. 
Pay postman $7.95 plus C.O.D. and postage. To SAVE 
70c in C.O.D. and postage, send $7.95 with order. 


MIDWEST HEALTH AIDS - DEPT. B-20 
608 S. DEARBORN ST. + CHICAGO 5, ILL. 


11 














_ 
Beauty Is 
As Beauty 
Does 





Ute (6ERIN 


Use Black and White Bleaching Cream 
as directed and see your dull, dark skin 
take on a new lighter, brighter, softer, 
smoother look. Its bleaching action 
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UMMERTIME is vacation time, that 
once-a-year opportunity to slow 
our pace or at least change it. But with- 
out planning, even a vacation can fall 
miserably flat. And nothing is as dismal 
as a trip to anywhere which should have 
been but was not quite up to expecta- 
tions. Most work-weary travelers forget 
that a successful vacation implies a 
healthy, relaxed state of mind as well as 
body. Prepare yourself before the va- 
cation with adequate sleep and avoid 
any unnecessary tensions. 

If you are a single girl. vacations may 
offer a wonderful chance to meet people 
—including men. But vacations, like 
anything else, are usually more fun when 
shared. Why not invite a girl friend, 
(preferably one with mutual interests) , 
to accompany you. Besides, hotel rates 
and other travel expenses usually seem 
more appealing divided by two. 

Cities, in the North, South, East or 
West, are interesting, exciting vacation 
sites because of the variety of sightseeing 
possibilities they offer. Parks, museums, 
the theatre, shopping centers and historic 
landmarks may be found in major cities 
across the nation. Buses, both city and 
chartered, take you there with or without 
the aid of a guidebook. Don’t sneer at 
sightseeing tours; use them as a begin- 
ning to your own personal pathways of 
exploration. 

Inappropriate attire is enough to 
dampen anyone’s vacation spirit. Be 
comfortable but decent, and be prepared. 
The smartly dressed, well-groomed wom- 
an sticks to darker colors for the city, 
and avoids the too-plunging neckline. 
Her costume, brightened with fresh ac- 
includes gloves and sturdy 
footwear (no run-over heels, please! ). 
Hats, though becoming, are optional and 
a large carry-all type purse is almost 
standard equipment for the woman who 


cessories, 





wants to look as smart as she is. 
Tipping, that perennially puzzling 
how-when-where routine, is not as com- 


plicated as it sounds. In the restaurant, 
the waiters or waitresses usually receive 
15 per cent of the check. It is not cus- 
tomary to tip the head waiter. 


tipping is in poor taste—an obvious 


Over- 


giveaway that you really don’t know how 
to tip. 

If you are planning to be a house 
guest this summer, be considerate. Re- 
your vacation and may not 
be your host’s. Don’t disrupt household 
routine with bag, baggage or bizarre 
brain storms. Send a “timetable” letter 
before you ever leave home stating time 
of arrival, departure and length of stay. 
Once there, be as adaptable as possible. 
If possible, tuck a gift into your suitcase 
And remember that a 
promptly penned note is a necessary 


member, it’s 


or wire flowers. 


“thank you” for any house guest. 

Although women have greater freedom 
today than ever before, femininity is still 
fashionable. Unescorted, women may 
dine in a cocktail lounge or hotel restau- 
rant after dark (within reasonable lim- 
its). But there is often but a fine line 
between two women enjoying a relaxed 
evening without male escorts and two 
unattached females looking for same. 
Watch your dress (avoid the dramatic 
costume) and actions to avoid the lat- 
ter category. If a man (or men) tries 
to force his attentions, walk—don’t run 

to the nearest authorized person who 
can handle the situation. 

You don’t have to leave home to have 
a vacation. As mentioned before, a “va- 
cation” may simply be a change in daily 
living tempo. The most important thing 
is the change, a switch from city to coun- 
try living, from sewing to swimming, etc. 
Change your mood, your hair style. even 
your mind—but change! 
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By Margo Hughes 


Wizard of the 88’s Erroll Garner, was himself 
the most surprised party at how his latest LP album 
came about. Out of action at the keyboard for a 
short spell because of a hand injury, Garner stopped 
into his recording studio late one evening for a little 
practice at the piano. One hour and forty minutes 
later Garner learned that studio engineers had re- 
corded the entire session . . . and called it “Gar- 


ner Alone.” 


With things pretty slow in New York, actor 
Dotts Johnson decided to forsake the big city for 
filmland where scores of pix are in production fea- 
turing sepia thespians. Meanwhile, back in the city, 
agents suddenly began to phone, frantically search- 
And so it goes. 


ing for the talented actor. . . . 
Singer-dancer Eartha Kitt took time out from 
her Broadway show to win some TV-Quiz dough, 
which was given to her favorite charity, the Eartha 
Kitt YWCA Dance Scholarship. Eartha gives per- 


sonal instructions in the art of modern dance at the 
Harlem Branch Y whenever her schedule permits. 


When in Rome, our U. S. Ambassador with a 
horn, John (Dizzy) Gillespie, was given an audience 
with His Holiness, the Pope. When asked about the 
happenings during the interview, Diz says it was this 
way ... “a big cat in white walks in in four-four 
time and all the cats present do a flip.” 


The whole Isle of Manhattan has gone native, 
in one fashion or another . . . latest craze is the 
African Room, a cafe backed by actor Victor Mature. 
He’s sent back shrunken heads, picked up while on 
movie location, to decorate the joint, with rhythms 
of the jungle supplied by an imported native combo. 


Our old friend Eddie Bonnemere, former ex- 
ponent of the Mambo, is currently being billed as 
Lord Eddie and/or Lord Bonnemere because of his 
concentration on native Calypso rhythms. 


Elroy Peace, fourth “shadow” of veteran 

showman Ted Lewis, has him work a crazy rock ’n’ 

roll bit into his “Me And My Shadow” routine. 
(Continued on Page 71) 








THE NEXT 
MEDICAL MILESTONE — 
CONQUEST 
OF CANCER? 


In a few short years we've 
seen the discovery of antibiotics, 
new wonder drugs for 
tuberculosis, a vaccine for polio. 
We will see the conquest 
of cancer, too, if people 
want it badly enough. 
Last year the American 
Cancer Society was unable to 
fill requests for research 
funds totalling almost 
$3,000,000. The reason— 
not enough money. Did 
you give all you could? 
Will you give all you can? 
Give to your Unit of the 
American Cancer Society, or 
mail your gift to CANCER, 
c/o your town’s Postmaster. 





AMERICAN CANCER 


SOCIETY 
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Daddy was strict, all right. I wasn’t to have anything to do 


with boys. But I found out he didn’t practice what he 


preached. Soon I was too mixed up to know right from wrong 


T WAS THE SECOND TIME we had been alone together like that. Childishly, | 

believed it meant we would be together always. That’s what I had been taught 

about such things, but Frankie knew better. He had lived differently. He knew 
the score. 

We looked at each other for sixty endless seconds, and the tears began to roll 
down my cheeks. My eyes got puffy and I knew they would be red and bloodshot. 
Frankie touched me on the shoulder. 

“Don’t worry, Bobby” he said, “you'll be okay with the fellows now. I'll tell em 
you're okay. You'll make all of the hops now. I'll tell °em you’re okay. Don’t 
worry. It will be all right.” 

He walked out into the hall and picked up his books off the table by the door. His 
sweater with the big football letter on it was by the chair. He threw it across his 
arm and turned and waved to me in the dimlit bedroom. 

“Cool it, chicken,” he whispered half gayly. “Everything is going to be all 
right.” And then he went out of the door. 

I was too bewildered to speak. I felt sweaty and sticky and the room seemed 
close and stuffy. My breathing was short and jerky again, but not for the same 
reason as before. I was disappointed, frightened and outdone. This wasn’t at all 
the way I had thought it would be. 

Being Frankie’s girl was what I wanted. I also wanted to be “all right” with the 
fellows. But I wanted to be Frankie’s girl. That was the way I had figured it out. 
That was the way I had planned to be as popular as I knew I should be. That was 
the way I was going to even the score with Daddy. 

But it hadn’t worked out like that. I would be “all right” with the fellows now. I 
knew what that meant. I knew other girls who were “all right” with the fellows. 
I turned my head into the pillow and cried the soft, heartbroken tears of the 
perplexed teen-ager that I was. When I awoke, the bells high in the steeple of 
St. Therese just three blocks away were ringing for the eight o’clock Mass. The 
air that stirred the curtains was warm and sultry. 

It had been a day exactly like this a year before when Mother left to go to work 
as a nurse in the hospital. We had packed the few things she was taking with forced 
gayety. We chattered like magpies and pretended she was going away for a few 
days’ vacation. 

Bubber sat in the corner and sulked. He was angered by our play-acting. And 
he was infuriated with Dad. Bubber was not a pretender. He knew the truth about 
what had happened in our home and although he was only a year older than I was, 
he did not pretend, as children do, that it was all a dream. 

Mother was forced to go out and get a job because Dad was fighting a frantic 
battle to hold on to his waning youth. He could not face the facts of life like my 
brother and mother did. 1 was much like him in this, but (Continued on Page 72 ) 
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new I wanted to marry Kevin the very first time I 


him. But I became more his mother than his wife 


VOW what is going to happen to a lot of women when they read 
story. It’s going to be something like what happens in church 
he minister starts listing sins and everybody starts looking around 
1eighbor. No one ever stops to consider whether what the minis- 
d applied directly to him or her. 
ought my marriage crisis might be a good story to tell because I 
that the same mistake I made has been made, is being made and 
made by many women. Some of them don’t even know they’re 
; this mistake and others don’t care. Well, honey, all I’ve got to 
if you are interested in keeping your man and maintaining a 
narriage, start studying yourself and find out if you married 
ian to mother him instead of to be a wife to him. I did. Believe 
en | tell you, I didn’t wake up to the fact a minute too soon. 
folk make their marital boners after they’ve been hitched for 
me. Not me. I started out wrong, even before I walked down 
ddle aisle. 
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Like every other small girl, I loved 
to play with dolls when I was a young- 
ster. | was twenty and one when I first 
laid eyes on Kevin. And, sweetie, he 
looked like some doll to me. 

| had just cut loose from family ties, 
left my folk in New Haven, Connecticut 
and come down to New York City to 
find freedom, a job and a man—and not 
necessarily in that order. I had exam- 
ined every local possibility in my home 


town and decided that I'd better light 


Shortly after our marriage, I 
began planning an entirely 
new life for Kevin. I thought 


| knew just what sort of man 


I wanted to make out of him 


out where the percentages were higher. 
| certainly didn’t expect to hit pay dirt 

a job and a man—as soon as I did. 

| had located a big, one room apart- 
ment in Greenwich Village after staying 
for a week at the Harlem YWCA. Then, 
at one of the Village employment agen- 
cies, | was referred to a factory which 
needed typists. I felt pretty pleased with 
myself the day I got the job and was 
told to report to work the following 
Monday. The job paid sixty dollars a 
week, which was a small fortune in my 
eyes. Up until that night, I had been 
pinching pennies in every possible way. 
Dad had given me two hundred dollars 
and told me there wasn’t any more where 
it came from except enough for a one- 
way ticket home. With sixty a week, I 
could pay my rent, cautiously buy some 
new clothes on the installment plan, and 
put a little money in the bank. 

As | let myself into my cheerful-look- 
ing new home, I felt as though the world 
was mine to conquer. Certainly, such a 
good mood called for a celebration. I’d 
been planning to warm over the spa- 
ghetti from the day before and use the 
last two of a package of frankfurters. 
After that, ’'d planned to practice a 
little on my portable typewriter, then 
turn in early and let my faithful little 
radio lullaby me to sleep. But, I came 
to the conclusion that I deserved a small 
splurge. For once, I’d spend money like 
a reckless sailor. I'd eat dinner in one 
of those big, Village restaurants I’d 
stared at so longingly. 
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Quickly adjusting into a festival mood, 
I swung open the door of my large closet 
and examined my wardrobe. | felt a 
sudden, warm wave of gratitude toward 
the loving parents who had always strug- 
gled hard to give me everything a girl 
could possibly want. I’d always wanted 
new clothes and I’d always been given 
them. I didn’t have to be ashamed of 
the long row of smart dresses and suits 
which were lined up on hangers before 
my eyes. I selected a sleek, gray gabar- 
dine suit and a cocky little red hat and 
laid them on the bed. Humming hap- 
pily, I showered and dressed. 

It was one of those warm, lovely 
nights when it never seems to grow late. 
Even though it was after eight-thirty 
when I stepped out of my apartment 
building, it seemed like early evening. 
The twisted little Greenwich Village 
street was alive and friendly with cou- 
ples, arm-in-arming it along, laughing 
and talking. For a moment, I felt a 
pang of loneliness for my home town 
where I could have been swinging along 
on the arm of an interesting boy. I 
promptly put my foot down on that re- 
gret. There was plenty of time to meet 
some nice fellows. I might even make 
some fruitful contacts on the job. It 
was a large business and I’d always 
known how to make friends. 

There were so many delightful-look- 
ing places to have a meal that I got 
pretty confused after I’d reached the 
center of the Village and thoughtfully 
surveyed the entrances of half a dozen 
or so. It must have been destiny that 
finally made me settle on a huge white- 
fronted place which advertised seafood. 
I say it must have been destiny because, 
maybe if I had picked some other place, 
I'd never have met Kevin. 


EVIN WAS A BUSBOY in the sea 
food spot. His job was to pass 
out the menus, place the sparkling glass 
of water in front of you before the 
waiter came along to take your order. 
He came to the small table which I’d 
selected because it was close to the win- 
dow. I was dazzled the minute I saw 
him. Like I say, he was simply a doll. 
His skin was a golden color, his hair 
a rippling, dark brown and_ those 
full red lips and live, intelligent eyes 
set my heart literally doing flip-flops 
immediately. 
I wondered what was this good-look- 


ing man doing flunkeying in a restau- 
rant. 

“Wonderful evening, isn’t it, Miss?” 
He greeted me in a voice which was 
strong and musical. 

I made some polite sounds in reply. 
Actually, I was busy watching the capa- 
ble brown hands so skillfully arranging 
things on the table. That is, I thought 
they were skillful until suddenly my 
pretty busboy clumsily upset a pitcher 
of ice water, the major part of which 
was spreading in an ugly circle right 
in my lap. I screamed as I jumped to 
my feet. 

From then on there was confusion. 
Waiters came rushing in my direction. 
The manager came over. The lady be- 
hind the cash cage got into the act, 
soothingly applying a towel to the miser- 
able wet skirt. In the background, I saw 
Kevin looking guilty, helpless and em- 
barrassed. Suddenly, it all became funny 
instead of tragic and I began to laugh. 
This relieved the tension of the solicitous 
waiters and the captain who had been 
casting blistering looks at Kevin and 
trying to calm me down. 

My first natural concern for my wa- 
ter-stained skirt was forgotten. I didn’t 
want this beautiful young man who had 
been responsible to get into trouble over 
his clumsiness. In spite of my assur- 
ances that everything was all right, the 
captain insisted that I have my meal on 
the house. He also told me to bring in 
my cleaning bill if the spot didn’t dis- 
appear. I enjoyed a scrumptious meal 
in spite of a bit of discomfort from the 
wet garment. All the while I was eating, 
I was unsuccessfully attempting to catch 
a glimpse of Kevin. I wondered if he 
was catching the devil for what had 
happened. Oh well, I told myself, what 
was the difference? He _ probably 
wouldn’t lose his job and I would prob- 
ably never see him again. On my salary 
I couldn’t afford to be eating in places 
like this. 


I HAD THE loveliest dream that night. 

That handsome busboy with the bril- 
liant smile was walking down the board- 
walk at Coney Island with me. We were 
arm in arm and we strolled over to the 
railing, looked out at the ocean and he 
asked me to marry him. I woke up feel- 
ing pretty silly about the whole impos- 
sible thing. 

But it wasn’t at all silly that I met my 
dream man again exactly two days after 
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the accident in the restaurant. I had 
been excused from work for half a day 
because I had to go to the real estate 
ofice which managed my building to 
take care of some business about the 
apartment. It was about four in the 
afternoon when | was getting off the 
subway on my way home. Suddenly, 
there he was, standing right in front of 
me for all the world as though he had 
dropped out of the clouds. Actually, he 
had come up out of a subway entrance 





ee il 
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across the street and recognized me. 

“Hi,” the young man greeted me with 
that almost blinding smile. He rushed 
on talking before I could return the 
greeting, almost as if he were afraid 
I’'d walk away without speaking. 

“Maybe you don’t remember me,” he 
said. “I’m the clown who spilled water 
on your dress the other night in the 
restaurant. Glad to see you again ’cause 
I wanted to apologize and to find out 
if the stain came out.” 

I was breathless and unbelieving. My 
mind had skipped quickly back to my 
dream. 

“Of course, | remember you,” I told 
him after an awkward pause. “There’s 
nothing to apologize about. Accidents 





happen. It was only water, after all. It 
didn’t leave a spot or stain.” 

He smiled happily. We stood there 
looking at each other like two fools. Peo- 
ple were brushing past us. They had 
to. We were standing smack in the mid- 
dle of the subway entrance. I was think- 
ing how young and wonderfully fresh 
he looked. He was wearing a bright red 
blazer jacket and a black gaucho shirt, 
open at the neck. 

Suddenly, we burst into laughter. It 
just seemed awfully funny standing 
there not saying a word. 

“My name’s Kevin,” he said when 
we'd finished laughing it up pretty good. 
“Kevin Johns. I’ve been thinking about 
you ever since the other night.” 


“And mine’s Jean—Jean Bradley,” I 
came back. Then I added teasingly. “I'll 
bet you’ve been thinking about me. 
You’ve been wondering if you ruined 
my dress and if I was going to sue the 
place for a million bucks and make you 
lose your job.” 

I almost gasped as I saw the result 
of my teasing. The boy was actually 
blushing. A charming red flush spread 
over the gold of his skin. His brown 
eyes looked terribly earnest. 

“Oh no,” he told me seriously. “I’ve 
been thinking about you. You were so 
nice and kind about the whole thing. 
Kept them from jumping all over me for 
messing up like I did. I’ve been hoping 
I'd see you again.” 

I was swept by a tender, protecting 
impulse and a regret that I had teased 
Kevin. It had been such a long time 
since I’d seen a young man blush. I 
didn’t know they made them that way 
any more. I felt a disconcerting, inward 
pounding over the sincere way Kevin 
had said he’d hoped to see me again. 
If he only knew how Id hoped the 
same. 

“Maybe we'd better stop blocking traf- 
fic,” 1 suggested. 

We moved slowly down the street. 
Kevin asked me if I lived in the neigh- 
borhood and I told him my place was 
a couple of blocks away. He asked if 
he could walk me home. He was on his 
way to work but had a few minutes 
before he had to report. 

Gee but I was happy, walking with 
him. It was the kind of day just made 
for walking with someone new and ex- 
citing. It was a warm, sunny beautiful 
day made more beautiful because when 
Kevin left me in front of my door, we 
had a movie date for the weekend. 

Actually, we had a date all week long 
until the weekend as far as I was con- 
cerned. I kept him in my mind all that 
time, remembering and anticipating. I 
kept remembering that smile, those pret- 
ty eyes, the music in his voice, the way 
he’d acted as if he liked me a great 
deal. I kept anticipating how much fun 
it would be going out with him, won- 
dering if it could be possible he was 
unattached. It seemed too good to be 
true that a good-looking, clean-cut kid 
like that could be wandering around a 
great big city without some jealous girl 
friend. If I were his girl friend, I’d be 
awiully jealous. Take it easy, girl, | 
told myself. This one could hurt bad if 


you built up a hope that couldn’t come 
true. 

I hate to admit that things happened 
so fast between Kevin and me. Maybe 
it makes me seem like an eager beaver 
and a pretty loose kind of girl. But as 
long as I’m being honest about every- 
thing, I have to admit that I let Kevin 
kiss me—and more—on the first date. 
He called for me Friday night, one of 
his nights off, and we went to a neigh- 
borhood show. When the picture was 





half over, Kevin reached for my hand 
and I let him take it. In fact, my hand 
was trembling in his because it seemed 
so right there. I guess this gave him 
courage. I could tell by the way he went 
about things that he wasn’t one of those 
forward fellows. He needed courage. 
Before the picture was over, his arm 
had slipped around my shoulder and 
I’m afraid I snuggled up to it. It seemed 
only natural for him to lean over and 
brush my lips with his when the hero 
and heroine on the screen were doing 
the same thing. His lips were softer than 
any I’d ever kissed—and I had kissed a 
few lips in my young days. He had a 
sort of very young almost baby-like 
sweetness which almost overpowered me 
as I kissed him. Careful, girl, 1 kept 
telling myself. 

I knew I was doing wrong, after the 
show, when I invited Kevin to come up 
to my place for bacon and eggs. He'd 
wanted to take me to a hamburger place. 

“Save your money,” I told him. “I’ve 
got everything to work with for an after- 
show snack right in my apartment.” 

We'd been chattering away after we 
came out of the show. After I invited 
Kevin to come to the apartment, we 
walked along not saying a word. I think 
both of us knew what was going to hap- 
pen and neither of us dared say any- 
thing. 

And it hap- (Continued on Page 58 ) 
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OVE IS STRANGE—but it is even 

stranger than the song for fans of 
Mickey and Sylvia, the star-rocketing 
team who made the lilting melody a 
popular craze. For McHore Mickey 
Baker and Sylvia Vanderpool Robinson 
have a professional attraction for each 
other that is unique in show business, 
but they lead completely separate roman- 
tic lives. They are partners in singing 


love songs and nothing more. 

They have been together profession- 
ally only two years since they met while 
playing a joint date at the Apollo The- 
ater in New York. During,the engage- 
ment Mickey discovered that Sylvia’s 
small tremulous voice and soft feminine 
movements were a perfect complement 
to his masculine baritone and guitar 
strings. He taught her to play guitar 


The pair who sing so knowingly that ‘Love Is Strange’ 
are pretty much strangers to the millions who have heard and 
seen them on TV. What are they like and where did they 


come from? Here, for the first time, is the inside story 





~ . ; 
4 ) Sy. ) 
in the glare of a spotlight at New York’s Apollo Theater, Mickey and Sylvia sing passionately of romance in their hit song, 


Strange. Although both had spent many years in show business, it was the hit recording which catapulted them into guest 
nce shots on top television shows, and into the country’s leading cabarets. Their newest disc is There Ought To Be A Law. 
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with him to accentuate the combination 
and in a few months they leaped from 
the obscurity of supporting billings on 
the stages of the Apollo, Howard and 
Royal theaters in Harlem, Washington 
and Baltimore to headline acts on Broad- 
way, top cabaret engagements through- 
out the nation and appearances on major 
TV shows. 

It was a sort of love at first sight for 
Mickey and Sylvia—stage love, that is. 
Sylvia says, “He took me out of the kid- 
die performer bracket, and made me a 
real professional. I am grateful and 
happy for meeting him.” The 20-year-old 
former child star emphasizes, however. 
that her true love is “Joe,” her big, 
brown-skin husband who arranges the 
love songs she and Mickey sing to each 
other. 

Sylvia is a trim, warm, tan young 
girl with a figure that is one of the big- 
gest assets to the act. She is five-feet, 
three inches tall, weighs about 115 
pounds and has the curves of a dancer. 








Rehearsing in New York, the singing stars go over new musical 
score. Many of their arrangements are made by Sylvia’s hus- 
band, Joe Robinson, who is a songwriter and music publisher. 


Says Mickey: “If we couldn’t make it 
with our act, there is always room for 
her in the chorus line.” 

Off-stage, Sylvia sings her siren songs 
to Joseph Robinson, her handsome six- 
foot husband who handles the music pub- 
lishing business for the team. “I met 
Joe on a cruise,” Sylvia says shedding 
some of the sharp sophistication she dis- 
plays before audiences. “It was June 13, 
1955, and on a trip up the Hudson river 
on an excursion boat,” she remarks with 
the girlish charm of a young maiden 
aglow with love. “It was a hot night and 
I was sitting on the top deck getting some 
air when this tall, good looking guy 
comes along. He sat down on my bench 
—not too close, mind you—and in a 
minute or two we were wrapped up in 
deep conversation. Sylvia’s moving eyes 
were shining and her lips parted in a 
bright smile as she continued: “I really 
fell in love with him at first sight. Peo- 
ple say that it isn’t possible to love some- 


one at the beginning, but I say it is. I 





Relaxing with Joe after rehearsal stint, Sylvia is contented in 
role of wife. Sylvia describes Joe as “my inspiration as well 
as my husba~d.” He often flies to be with her on engagements. 





know that I certainly did.” 

Sylvia met Mickey first, however. He 
was “picking the box” with Paul Wil- 
liams and his “Hucklebuck” band at the 
Apollo. Mickey plays harp, mandolin, 
harpsichord and piano and is considered 
one of the top sidemen in the band busi- 
ness. Sylvia was appearing as a single 
after 10 years of performing as a child 
star under the billing, “Little Sylvia.” 
She was born in New York and broke in 
under the arclights as_ six-year-old 
Sylvia Vanderpool, scoring her most 
recognized success with a recording of 
Little Boy in 1952 when she was 15. A 
sister, Audrey Vanderpool, is still a con- 
cert soprano of some note, having toured 
the college and music hall concert cir- 
cuit. Sylvia played the Eastern sea- 
board theaters and on radio and TV as 
a child artist until she ran into Mickey 
when she was 17 years old. They opened 
as a $150-a-week act. Now they are get- 
ting $2,500 and more a week. 


The success (Continued on Page 57) 
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om believed that a woman’s place was in the home. That 


would have been fine if he had made enough money. But 


he didn’t, and being a part-time wife only bought me trouble 


— AND I GLARED AT EACH OTHER across the dinner table like two tom- 
cats on a back fence. “Let’s not get into another fight, Bernice,” Tom said. 
I’ve had a rough day, and—” 
You’ve had a rough day!” I exploded. “What about me? Do you think | had 
ball standing behind a counter all day, smiling at stupid women who can’t make 
their minds what to buy?” 
fom jabbed his fork into the meat on his plate and muttered something about 
eing home where you belong.” 
That did it. I slammed my coffee cup down so hard the saucer rattled. “Ha, that’s 
sreat!”’ | snapped. “What would happen if I did stay home? Where do you think 
t steak you’re eating came from? Out of my salary, Mr. Bigshot!” 
No need to rub it in,” my husband growled. “I know I don’t make enough for 
to keep up with the Joneses—not to mention the Smiths, the Browns and all 
r other high-living friends!” 
hat’s right, blame everything else,” I retorted. “The truth is—” 
| don’t give a damn what you think the truth is!” Tom grated. “All I know 
hat I’ve had it. I never see you any more. We used to be husband and wife in a 
ne, now we're like two strangers in a rooming house.” 
bristled at that. “Let’s face it, Tom,” I said pointedly, “you just don’t earn 
igh for us to live decently. What do you want me to do? Stay home and darn 
r socks and stretch the budget by cooking cornbread and greens?” 
‘om nodded his head sadly. “I wouldn’t mind it a bit. At least I’d get to see you 
often than I do now. As it is, I practically have to make a date with you if 
ant to catch you in between work, club meetings and all your other running 
ind 99 
e paused for a moment, his eyes pleading. “Why can’t things be like they used 
e, Bernice?” he asked. “Maybe we didn’t have as much, but I was happier. We 
good times together. Remember?” 
‘| remember,” I said stonily. “And I also remember the washing and ironing and 
bbing—never having enough of anything.” 
My husband reached across the table and took my hand in his. “Not enough of 


thing 7 


H 


pressed my lips tight together, not trusting myself to speak. In spite of the 
rdships, the first years of our marriage had been filled with love and affection. 
t was the one thing we hadn’t been short on in those days. But I resolved not 
t my emotions sway me. Our new life, with the comforts and little luxuries I’d 





ete do you think that steak 
You re eating came from?” | snapped. 
“Out of my salary, Mr. Bigshot!” 








Running a home and a job can take a lot out 


of a woman physically. And when my hus- 
band came home at night, I was tired—too 


tired. It made Tom unhappy and I became irritable 


always dreamed of having, was worth 
whatever it cost, I told myself. 

In some ways, the cost was high. Tom 
was right about not seeing each other 
often, and some nights after a hard day 
at work, I was too tired and emotionally 
drained to respond to his ardent caresses. 

| remember the night of our third an- 
niversary, when we got home late after 
a quiet celebration. Tom had been won- 
derfully sweet all evening and I eagerly 
looked forward to showing my apprecia- 
tion. I felt like a young girl being courted 
again, and when Tom carried me through 
the door and into the bedroom, I was 
aglow with excitement. 

But there was a terrific letdown when 
my weary body touched the bed. Try as 
I could, I could not keep my eyes open. 
! had worked all day, then gone to a 
club meeting. Tom had picked me up 
there for dinner and afterwards we'd 
gone dancing. Later, we sat sipping our 
nightcaps and reminiscing. It was after 
two o'clock when we got home and an- 
other hard day at work awaited me after 
only a few hours’ sleep. 

Tom nuzzled his face against my 
shoulder as I lay in his arms and whis- 
pered fiercely, “I love you so much, 
darling ... !” 

I sighed happily, drowsily—and a mo- 
ment later I fell asleep. 

Lately, it seemed, our life was filled 
with disappointments like that, many of 
them annoying little incidents that drove 
us farther apart. Now, we were smack 
up against a blank wall, with Tom de- 
termined to go one way, and I the other. 

The sound of Tom’s chair being pushed 
back broke into my reverie. He stood up, 
shaking his head sadly. “We can’t go on 
this way, Bernice,” he said. “I want a 
wife—full time, not a glamour girl who’s 
a wife in her spare time. Maybe we’d 
better call it quits now, while we’re still 
friends.” 

Even though I knew it was coming, his 
proposal was something of a shock. I 
didn’t know what to say, and Tom smiled 

rookedly and asked, “Have you any bet- 
ter suggestion?” 
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I shook my head, avoiding his steady 
gaze. “No,” I admitted in a small voice. 
“But there’s no reason for you to move 
out. I'll go.” 

“Where?” 

“Oh—I don’t know. Maybe I’ll move 
in with Rose. Her place is big enough 
for two... .” My voice trailed off un- 
certainly. 

Tom set his face grimly. “Okay, if 
that’s the way you want it. I'll sleep on 
the couch in the living room tonight.” 

He sounded so forlorn | was tempted 
to run to him and tell him it was all a 
mistake. But then I thought of Del—and 
kept silent. It was a good thing that Tom 
didn’t know about Del yet, I reflected 
as I haphazardly cleared the table and 
piled the dirty dishes in the sink. Our 
parting would not have been so politely 
civilized if Tom had known there was 
another man . 

That night, as I tossed and turned on 
a bed that seemed strangely empty. I 
kept seeing Del’s handsome face before 
me in the darkness and my heart beat 
faster as I imagined the surprise and de- 
light on his face when I told him what 
had happened. I tried to envision the fu- 
ture, when Tom and I would reach an 
understanding about a divorce and I’d 
be free to go to Del. But my fevered 
brain refused to concentrate on the happy 
prospect. My thoughts kept going back 
to almost a year ago, when it all 
started ... 

I was in a store shopping for some 
things I needed. I stood at a counter 
gazing longingly at some frilly lingerie, 
knowing all the time that I could never fit 
such “luxuries” into my budget. Sudden- 
ly, I heard my name called. I turned to 
see a familiar face smiling at me from 
behind a display down the aisle. It was 
Rose, a former classmate of mine. I'd 
lost track of her since marrying Tom, 
and I was delighted to see her again. 

“T didn’t know you worked here,” I 
said as we greeted each other warmly. 
“How’ve you been, Rose?” 

“Fine,” she chirped. “I’ve got a nice 
little apartment and this is a wonderful 


place to work.” She paused, and glanced 
critically at me. I knew what she was 
thinking. My shabby outfit made it ob. 
vious that I wasn’t doing too well. “Say, 
you're not in the market for a job, are 
you?” Rose said after a moment. 

| shook my head. “Tom wouldn’t stand 
for it,” I told her. “He made me quit 
work when we got married.” I explained 
to her that Tom was just starting out in 
the insurance business and had high 
hopes for the future. 

Rose reached out and broke off a string 
that was dangling from the frayed cuff 
of my suit. “The future’s all well and 
good,” she said, “but what about the 
present? Your man is old-fashioned. 
Why, most of the girls I know are mar- 
ried, and every one of them admits that 
the help they give at home comes in 
mighty handy.” 

Rose made me promise to come back 
at noon and have lunch with her. 
“They’re looking for another salesgirl,” 
she told me later over sandwiches at a 
nearby drug store. “You can handle the 
job and I’m sure I can get you on with- 
out any trouble.” 

“Tt’s the trouble at home I’m worried 
about,” I laughed nervously. “Tom 
wouldn’t like it.” 

“Then let him lump it!” she said. “He 
should appreciate the fact that you’re try- 
ing to help out.” 

I told her I'd think about it. That 
night, when I brought up the subject, 
Tom gave me a long lecture on working 
wives. He just didn’t approve. “Besides,” 
he added, “I want you home to look after 
the kids.” 

“Yeah . . . the kids,” I echoed dully. 

There was an awkward silence. Neither 
one of us would admit that we had prac- 
tically given up on starting a family. 
Both of us had been through exhaustive 
medical examinations and found to be in 
perfect health, but after two years we 
were still as childless as when we'd mar- 
ried. Tom talked constantly about the 
family we planned, but even his optimism 
had dulled. 

A week after my meeting with Rose, 
I decided to take matters into my own 
hands. I went down io the store and ap- 
plied for a job. It was not a big store, 
and it was managed by a friendly young 
man named Del, who smiled approvingly 
and said, “I’m sure you'll do, Mrs. Miles. 
I’m going to hire you, even though you 
are married.” 

“Do you have anything against wom- 
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en who are married?” I asked. 

“Not a thing—personally,” he replied 
quickly. “Store policy. You see, there’s 
a feeling that married women will be just 
temporary employees. Sooner or later 
their husbands want them home.” 

I knew that was the way Tom felt, but 
I wouldn’t let myself think about that. 
This was my chance to break out of the 
dull routine of housework and get away 
from the constant disappointment of do- 
ing without. Once I had believed Tom’s 
promises that he would be doing better 
if only I had patience. But after two 
years, my patience had worn thin. 

“You don’t have to worry, Mr. War- 
ren,” I said. “I want this job and I in- 
tend to stay on it as long as you'll have 
me.” 

I started work next day, but I didn’t 
tell Tom. Each evening I’d hurry home 
and throw together a meal, just as if I’d 
been home all day. I realized I was de- 
ceiving my husband, but considering his 
attitude, I told myself I was justified in 
doing so. I decided to wait until the end 
of the week to spring the surprise. 

It was a surprise all right, but not the 
kind I’d planned. Tom worked only half 
a day on Saturday, but I had to stay 
until the store closed at six. I was all set 
to dash home then, but Rose stopped me. 

“This is payday, girl,” she laughed. 
“We've got to stop and have a drink—on 
you.” 

I wanted to refuse, but since she was 
responsible for my getting the job I felt 
obligated. 

“Well, all right,” I said, “but I only 
have time for a quick one.” 

As we left the store, Del joined us and 
Rose invited him along. It was after 
eight o’clock when I noticed. the time. 
We were having so much fun laughing 
and talking that I completely forgot 
about Tom. I left the booth hurriedly 
and rushed home. Tom was waiting for 
me. 

“I’m sorry I’m late, darling,” I apolo- 
gized, kissing him on the cheek. 

He pulled away and stared at me. “You 
smell like a distillery,” he said irritably. 
“Where’ve you been all day?” 

Suddenly the happy mood vanished. | 
had planned to make a little speech and 
hand Tom my salary. But everything 
had gone wrong. Not only was he angry 
with me, but he had practically accused 
me of being drunk. My voice was edgy 
when I spoke. 

“I stopped off for a drink with some 


friends on my way home from work,” I 
explained. I tried to smile as I laid the 
money on the table. “It’s not much, but 
it should help,” I said. 

“You’re working? Since when?” Tom 
demanded. 

“That’s a week’s salary there,” I said 
proudly. 

Tom’s hand lashed out and knocked 
the bills to the floor. “I’m not a pimp,” 
he grated. “When a man can’t support 
his wife it’s time for him to quit!” 

He got up and strode to the door. “But 
I was only trying to help,” I called after 
him. 

Tom turned, his face twisted in anger. 
“Did I ask for it?” he said hotly. Then, 
before I could answer, he slammed out 
the door. 

Tom never mentioned my job after 
that, and he flatly refused to touch the 
money I brought home. So I spent it on 
clothes for myself and refurnished the 
apartment. With money to spend and 





clothes to wear | began going out more 
often. Most of the time I went alone or 
with Rose. It wasn’t long before | was 
going out with Del. 

Del Warren was just the opposite of 
Tom. He was tall and good looking and 
was always well-dressed. Every now and 
then during the day I’d look up and see 
him watching me with a curious look in 
his eyes. From the special attention he 
paid to me at the store it soon became 
obvious that Del regarded me as more 
than just another sales girl. Tom merely 
grunted when he saw the new outfit I 
bought after my second week at the store, 
but Del made it a point to compliment 
me on how well I looked. 

Soon Del began to take me out to 
lunch, then to dinner and finally one 
night he asked me to go dancing with 
him. I wanted to go very badly, but I 


told him I would be busy that weekend. 

“Well, if you change your mind, give 
me a buzz,” Del said. “I counted on 
taking you out and I’m not going to 
change my plans. I'll just stay home and 
read a book.” 

I wasn’t quite sure why | turned him 
down, except for a feeling of loyalty to 
Tom. It had been a long time since he 
had taken me out anywhere, but | felt 
that I should at least give him a chance 
to invite me out. It might even serve to 
bring us together again. 

So I bought a new outfit to wear that 
Saturday. I was trying it on when Tom 
came home. He took one look at the 
price tags and grunted. That had be- 
come his way lately; just a grunt, as if 
he had forgotten how to talk. 

“What's that supposed to mean?” | 
asked, trying to keep the resentment out 
of my voice. 

“Nothing. Only, I thought the idea of 
your working was to help out.” His eyes 


- 


cme 
were hard. “A closet full of clothes you 
don’t need . . . a lot of running around. 
Where’s that getting us?” 

“IT want to relax after working all 
week,” I shot back, “and I buy new 
clothes because I get tired of wearing the 
same old rags. Also, I want to look nice 
for you this Saturday and—” 

“Your working doesn’t do a thing for 
me, baby,” Tom said grimly. “It’s only 
wearing you down to a frazzle. Why don’t 
you stop trying to be a glamour girl and 
be a wife?” 

That did it. After that, | would have 
bitten my tongue off before asking him 
to take me out. I phoned Del and told 
him I’d changed my mind. 

That first date with Del was the begin- 
ning of an affair that nearly got out of 
hand. The girls at the store noticed the 
way Del kept (Continued on Page 70 ) 


25 








Attending film functions, 
Dorothy is squired by pro- 
ducer Otto Preminger. 
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As the sweetheart of British actor John Justin in the new movie 
Island In The Sun, Dorothy Dandridge set precedent for screen 
interracial romance. Some Dixie theaters have banned film. 
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As the sizzling siren of Carmen Jones, Dorothy played opposite 
handsome Harry Belafonte in their second starring role together. 
Their torrid scenes established them as top Negro love team. 


Kicking aside the chains that once bound Negro actresses to comic and servant roles, lus- 


cious Dorothy Dandridge has emerged in Hollywood as a hot piece of romantic property 


_ THE MILLIONS of panting males 
who watched through steamed-up eyes 
as honey-skinned Dorothy Dandridge 
played the seductive siren in Carmen 
Jones, Hollywood has the best news in 
nearly three years: Dorothy is coming 
back. 

In months to come, the shapely actress 
will be seen in four motion pictures 
which will cast her variously as: a West 
Indian girl wooed by a British island 
governor's aide; an island princess cap- 
tured by a marauding sea captain; a 
woman whose charms cause an enemy 
army officer to lay down his arms, and 
as a gypsy girl who wrangles a wedding 
with a man twice her age. None of her 
leading men are Negroes. Such is the 
movie love life of Dorothy Dandridge. 

For a girl whose private love life is the 
best-kept secret since the atom bomb, 
Dorothy’s screen romantic escapades are 
a joy to behold. When Dorothy extended 
one marvelously-sculptured leg toward 
Harry Belafonte in Carmen Jones and, 
wiggling her freshly-painted toenails, 
commanded: “Blow, boy,” men and boys 
in theaters half-way around the world 
blew. 


Yet, in Hollywood, a land where the 
delights of reel romances are rivaled by 
the vigor and vagaries of real romances, 
Dorothy’s off-screen love life has re- 
mained a question mark. She admits to a 
desire for marriage, but any scouting 
around that she has done in that direc- 
tion has been amazingly unaccounted 
for in the press, with the exception of 
two expose-type magazines whose scan- 
dalous reports of the Dandridge love life 
earned both multi-million dollar damage 
suits filed by the star. 

But her movie love life is entirely a 
different matter, with the various ele- 
ments of it burning as hotly off the screen 
as on. In the movie Carmen Jones, for 
instance, Dorothy and co-star Belafonte 
broke through a traditional Hollywood 
barrier that never permitted an intelli- 
gent love story between Negro actors to 
be played. 

But it is Miss Dandridge’s latest movie, 
Island In The Sun, that has blown the 
lid off an old movie taboo. Cast as a 
West Indian secretary to the governor of 


an island, Dorothy becomes the sweet- 
heart of British soldier John Justin and, 
in the end, flies away to England to 


marry him. Thus Dorothy, along with 
producer Darryl F. Zanuck and MGM 
studios, takes a giant step. For inter- 
racial romance on the screen has been 
banned as vigorously as sin in Boston. 
Even so, MGM approached the turbulent 
theme of the movie, taken from Alec 
Waugh’s novel by the same name, with 
a timidity that distressed the actors, who 
felt that they were not being allowed to 
portray their roles with sufficient realism, 
and it was Dorothy who went right to the 
heart of the matter. Said she: 

“The one scene to which I objected 
seriously was the one in the summer 
house where John Justin confesses his 
love for me. I felt the lines were orig- 
inally quite self-conscious and unnatural 
. . - John and I had to fight to say the 
word ‘love.’ At first his line was ‘You 
know how we feel,’ as though it could 
have been pain we felt.” 

Producer Zanuck, at the request of 
Dorothy and Justin, allowed the line to 
be changed to: “You know I’m in love 
with you, don’t you?” 

Miss Dandridge also suggested, with- 
out results, that two versions of the scene 
be made, one for American audiences 
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While keeping mum on her private love life, Dorothy has 


fought movie bosses to bring realism to romance on the 


sereen. She now has been cast as star of three new love stories 


ne of her early screen ventures, Dorothy 
yed jungle girl in Tarzan’s Peril with 
actor Lex Barker. 
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Dancing after days screening during work on Island In The Sun, Dorothy relaxes in the arms of actor James Mason, exchanges laugh- 
provoking chit-chat with film’s co-stars, Joan Fontaine and Harry Belafonte. Joan and Harry show romantic interest in movie. 


without kissing and the other for Europe 
“where people are not concerned or upset 
about the problem of interracial love.” 
Said Dorothy: “When two people are in 
love and confess their love to each other, 
the natural thing for them to do is kiss. 
We do embrace in the picture, but we’re 
not allowed to kiss.” 

A similar problem, with greater re- 
strictions, was faced in [sland In The Sun 
by Belafonte and Joan Fontaine, who 
also show subtle romantic interest in 
each other in the movie. Here the prob- 
lem was touchier, because it involved a 
relationship between a Negro and a white 
woman. Explained Miss Fontaine during 
the filming of the picture last fall: “At 
least I have made them agree that Harry 
and I can drink out of the same coconut 
together in a scene. But they insist no 
kissing and that we give one another up 
at the end of the picture. We have tried 
fighting, but it is like fighting marsh- 
mallows.” 

But despite these drawbacks, the film 
still moved to heights of realistic love 
never before dared upon the American 
screen, and producer Zanuck was praised 
as “extremely courageous” for making 
the picture. 

Thus, with the barriers now down, 


Dorothy is moving on to new screen con- 
quests. She is currently at work on To- 
mango, a million-dollar film being made 
by Film Cyclope Company in France. In 
the movie, Dorothy will play an exotic 
captured island princess opposite actor 
Kurt Jurgens as a sea captain. 

Her next film will be The Short Cut, 
to be filmed in Southern France, with 
Gerard Philippe to appear opposite Miss 
Dandridge as an army officer who falls 
in love with a woman in occupied coun- 
try. 

She will then do a film, as yet to be 
selected, for 20th Century-Fox to which 
she is under contract to do one picture 
a year for five years. 

A third European film for Dorothy 
will be Nina, which will be shot in 1958. 
The Italian-made motion picture will 
have Dorothy playing the title role of a 
gypsy girl who marries a man twice her 
age. 
Armendariz and Richard Basehart. 

Dorothy has 


screen offers to play parts of the Carmen 


In it she will co-star with Pedro 


turned down _ several 
Jones variety, because she does not wish 
to become “typed” in her screen work. 
But why has Dorothy Dandridge been 
able to engage in screen romances that 


have been tabooed since the invention 


of the motion picture more than a half- 
century ago? One of the obvious rea- 
sons is that she brings beauty and talent 
to the screen. She is a natural as a 
movie lover. 

But what about some Negro actresses 
who have preceded her? Lena Horne, for 
example, who got comedian Rochester 
and the then aging dancer Bill Robinson 
as romantic interests in her only two big 
pictures, Cabin In The Sky and Stormy 
Weather. Certainly Lena had beauty and 
talent. But unfortunately, she was be- 
fore her time. For until 1954 the movie 
industry’s Production Code of Ethics 
The code has 


since been revised, allowing race mixing 


banned interracial love. 


to be shown “within the careful limits of 
good taste.” 
In this instance, the “limits of good 


? 


taste,” are likely to soon match the limits 
of good box office. Carmen Jones, al- 
though it had no interracial love angle, 
was a money-maker. /sland In The Sun, 
with its interracial love, will also un- 
doubtedly draw cash like honey draws 
flies. For when sultry Dorothy Dand- 
ridge starts tossing her seductive charms 
about a movie screen, it automatically 


becomes money in the bank. THE END 
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Heap 


Two-timing my wife was just a sporting game, 


but when I found out that she was sneaking 


out with my best friend behind my back— 


well, that was a different story altogether 


HEN I KISSED ROSA GOODBYE at the front door of 

our home, she clung to me, her brown eyes clouding. 

come a step closer!” she warned, Gently, but firmly, I freed myself and picked up my sample 

@ in her shrill voice. | “PU shoot case. “Be seeing you in four days, baby,” I said hurriedly. 
Rusty! Pll shoot!’ “Stay sweet, huh?” 

But when | started out, Rosa grabbed my arm and cried, 
‘Rusty, I don’t mean to nag, but darling can’t you get another 
job right here in town so you can come home every night, like 
other husbands?” 

“Do we have to go into that again?” I demanded im- 
patiently. “I don’t like being away from you any more than 
you do.” 

Rosa’s hand dropped from my arm and she regarded me 
searchingly. “I wonder,” she said in a low, tight voice. 

“Oh, come on, snap out of it,” I urged gruffly. “I’m a sales- 
man, remember? And I’ve got the whole state as my territory. 
Besides, how else could I average a hundred and fifty bucks 
a week?” 

“Money isn’t everything,” Rosa said stubbornly. 

“Maybe not,” I agreed. “But you can’t say it isn’t real im- 
portant!” 

“Yes, but it’s not as important as our happiness!” Rosa 
declared firmly. Then she looked at me coolly, asking, “Or am 
I wrong about that, too?” 

“Aw, honey, of course you aren’t,” I said soothingly. “But 
honest, I’m due in Carterstown at noon and that’s a hundred 
and fifty miles from here. I’m sorry, but I’ve got to get 
moving.” 

“All right, Rusty,” Rosa said quietly, “I won’t delay you 
any longer.” 


“That’s my baby,” I crooned. But (Continued on Page 51) 
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What’s it like to be married 
o a man who is an idol of the 
rowds and target for scan- 
lal? This is what it’s like, in 
he words of the wife of the 


orld heavyweight champion 


) RECISELY FOUR HOURS and 23 
inutes before Floyd Patterson won 
world heavyweight championship 
ancient Archie Moore last Decem- 
t Chicago Stadium, his teen-aged 
Sandra, presented him with a 
noisy, six-pound-plus daughter 
Jueens Memorial Hospital in New 
City. Only hours after Mrs. Pat- 
came out of the delivery room 
Jueens Memorial, still feeling the 
of childbirth, she was watching 
husband on television wresting the 
way from reluctant old Archie to 
the youngest champion in 
weight title history. 
was characteristic of the Pattersons’ 
age that at the time she was hos- 
zed giving birth to Floyd’s child, 
away in the ring wars. Ever since 
2 and Floyd met in Brooklyn, New 
when she was a 13-year-old high 
r, theirs has been a long distance 
Since they were married in 
1956, they have spent less than a 
of the time together and never 
than three or four days at one time. 
is a third party in the Patterson 
it is loneliness, a loneliness 
f the kind of profession that Floyd 
ked out. It dates back to their 


this is the pattern that Floyd and 
have learned to accept. By the 


jture of his profession, Floyd be- 
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longs to the crowds. He is a creature of 
promoters and managers and trainers. 
He exists only by the grace of the some- 
times fickle public which pays $25 and 
up for ringside seats at Chicago Stadium 
and Madison Square Garden. Mr. and 
Mrs. Champion, it is true, now accept 
the facts of their life, but it does not quite 
make them happy. 

“Floyd and I had gone together all the 
way through high school,” Sandra says, 
“and I doubt if I ever saw him more 
than four or five days in a row. 

“I remember, a friend, Freddie Hill, 
introduced us. Freddie was going with 
one of my girl friends and he brought 
Floyd over to see me one day at my 
home. I’d heard of Floyd. He was a 
Golden Gloves fighter and all of the kids 
at school talked about him. He was sort 
of the neighborhood hero, but of course 
he wasn’t the kind of famous celebrity 
that he is today. 

“T liked him from the very beginning. 
He was strong and tall and rather quiet. 
I didn’t know very much about fighting, 
but I knew here was a boy who'd be nice 
to have for a friend. He was unusually 
attentive. He pulled the chair out for me 
to sit down and he stood up when a lady 
came into the room. This struck me as 
odd. 

“ “How is it,’ I asked myself, ‘that a 
prizefighter whose business is violence 
and who comes from one of the toughest 
of neighborhoods can be so much of a 
gentleman?’ Even then, at 13, I noticed 
those kinds of things. And they im- 
pressed me. I know now that this strange, 
quiet gentlemanliness was perhaps the 
thing that first attracted me to my hus- 
band. 

“And, I’m happy to say that he has not 
let me down. Floyd is still attentive to 
me—and to all women, for that matter, 








Floyd Patterson was busy in Chicago last November, bashing in ancient 
» Moore (below) to become, at 21, the youngest world’s heavyweight 
on in boxing history, his wife, Sandra, was giving birth to their first 
Seneca. Floyd still wore evidence of ring war (patched eye, above) 
he rushed back to join his wife and daughter in New York hospital. 
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Rare job for Floyd is preparing baby’s 
formula. Since their marriage in 1956, 
Pattersons have had only month together 


‘Time we’re apart is_ the 
price we are paying for our 


future security,’ Sandra says 


where the role of a gentleman is called 
for. He is an excellent provider and 
likes the simple things in life. He’s ev- 
erything I’ve ever expected to find in a 
husband. 


“That” 


why I don’t care about my 


s 
husband’s past. I know of the awful 
things that have been said about him. 
I know of the magazine story that linked 
him with some other woman. But as far 


as | am concerned, my life and Floyd’s 
life began the day we were married in 
Hartford, Connecticut, and no matter 
what has been said in the past, it is of 
no importance or interest to me. All I 
want out of life is to make up to Floyd 
for some of the unfortunate things that 
have happened to him, and to make him 
happy in the future. 

“It’s true that we are apart a good 
deal of the time, but that is the price 
we are paying for our future security. 
If it were left up to me, I’d have Floyd 
retire today. But of course I know that 
isn’t the practical thing. Actually, how 
could he retire when he hasn’t even 
reached the peak of his career? Floyd 
was 22 on January 4, and he has a lot 
of good years ahead of him. I have 
the same birthday as Floyd. I’m 19, so 
we both have plenty of time to plan our 
future.” 

Playing homemaker for her famous 
husband is a role Sandra Patterson 








baby’s 
1956, 


gether 


the 
- our 
says 


called 
r and 
e’s ev- 


dina 


ut my 
awful 
| him. 
linked 
as far 
loyd’s 
ied in 
natter 
is of 
All I 
Floyd 
s that 
e him 


good 
price 
‘urity. 
Floyd 
y that 
. how 
even 
Floyd 
a lot 
have 
9, so 
n our 


mous 
erson 








Blowing out candles on two cakes, Floyd 
and Sandra celebrate joint birthday. Both 
were born on January 4. He is 22, she is 19. 


‘I hardly know how to act in 
the limelight . . . Floyd can 
handle the job for both of us’ 


rather enjoys. A smooth, copper-hued, 
dark-haired girl with a ready smile and 
an obvious adoration for the world 
champion, she makes the perfect mother 
for their young daughter, Seneca. “TI 
admit I’m a homebody,” says Sandra. “I 
have no desire for the glamour world. 
To me the most important things in life 
are to make a good home for my hus- 
band and to take the best possible care 
of our child. She’s a wonderful little 
girl. It’s so much fun taking care of her. 
She’s so dependent and helpless that she 
gives me a sense of being wanted and 
needed for something in life. When 
Floyd’s away it’s awfully important to 
belong to someone.” 

As far as Sandra Hicks Patterson is 
concerned, she is quite content to give 
her husband the spotlight. “I hardly 
know how to act in the limelight, any- 
way,” Sandra says, “and Floyd can 
handle the job for the both of us. I 
only occasionally make public appear- 
ances with Floyd and on those rare oc- 
casions it’s because I can’t get out of 
them.” 

Once, just before Floyd became cham- 
pion, he took her to a Broadway night 
club for an evening on the town. Waiters 
and captains flitted around their table 
as though they were the Duke and Duch- 
ess of Windsor, Sandra remembers. 
“Everyone (Continued on Page 78) 





Starting on a rainy afternoon drive, the Floyd Pattersons enter sleek Cadillac, 
which is one of their few signs of luxury despite Floyd’s rise to boxing’s top 
rung. Returning to unpretentious home in St. Albans, Sandra sheds coat 
(below) to gentleman husband Floyd. She says his courteous manners in 
the company of girls was one of the first things that attracted her to him. 
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WE COULD'NT HIDE 
OUR LOVE 


A girl like her and a boy like me in love? In the South? It just 
couldn’t be. The best thing for me to do was to get out of there 
fast, before I found a noose dangling around my neck 





I DON’T GET ANGRY very often. 

Most of the time, I’m a peace-loving citizen who believes in “live and let live.” 
I’m a lucky guy, and I know it. I’ve got a home, a job, good health, and the true 
love of a wonderful woman. With all that going for me, I feel I can take some of life’s 
gruff without griping or blowing my top. 

There’s only one thing that can get me teed off real fast. I’ve got to tell you about 
that because it ties in with my story. 

My pet peeve is the unreasonable prejudice many Negroes, especially women, 
have against Negro men who marry white women. I’ve read it several times in 
TAN’s “Letters to the Editor” section. I’ve heard it in many conversations. I’ve seen 
it in hateful glances these people have thrown at my wife and I as we sat dining in a 


restaurant, went shopping at a market, or pulled up in our car at a stop signal. 

I sort of expected it when Barbara and I first got married. To tell the truth, I 
felt a bit strange myself, being one-half of an interracial marriage, for I was deep-South 
born and ours had been an unusual romance. It had budded and bloomed in the South. 





Because of our love, I once came close to being a star attraction in a lynching. I had 
been reared by parents who feared both God and white people and who taught me that 
the best way to get along with both was to stay in my place. 

But Barb and I have been married sometime now. While it is not common, 
















I felt like somebody who was out of this 
world. And I wanted to stay out. I feared 
what might happen if I ever came back. 
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interracial marriage certainly isn’t rare 
So—why all the hate and 
stares? That’s what I want to know. 


inymore. 


| understand why white people resent 
interracial marriage. For hundreds of 
years, they’ve been fed all that suprem- 
acy malarkey. But we’ve been the per- 
secuted, the downtrodden. You'd think 
we would have a greater capacity for 
understanding. 

You’d think that we Negroes could 
understand better than anybody that true 
love cannot be restricted by race, lynch 
mobs, or Jim Crow laws. We should, | 
think, understand that because we should 
know that nothing can ever whip the 
soul’s pure desire for freedom. 

Oh, I’m familiar with some of the 
I’ve heard it said that Negro 
men only marry “white trash,” women 


charges. 


who can’t find a husband in their own 
race. They say white women who marry 
Negroes are only out to grab their hus- 
bands’ money. Some people make a big 
deal out of problems facing children 
born of interracial marriage. 

| don’t say that there aren’t problems 
to be faced; but, where in life is it prob- 
I have to admit that there is 
some larceny in interracial marriage: 


le m free ? 


but will you tell me that there aren’t 
many Negro women out to get all the 
money they can scrounge off Negroes? 
Sure, some Negro men have married be- 
low themselves in social status. But some 
Negro men have gained their very lives 
ind success because of their interracial 





The first time Barbara 


and I got into trouble, it was 
over nothing, nothing at all. But 
the next time, well, that was different. We 


were really in it—right up to my neck 


marriage. Because, that is, they were 
lucky to find the right woman. 

I’m one of those men. 

I would be foolish to say that | could 
not have been successful or happy had 
I married a Negro woman. The point 
with me is that I found happiness with 
Barbara, because of Barbara. She is a 
truly wonderful person. She happens to 
he white. 

I don’t think anybody has the right 
to ignore her goodness and make her 
an object of prejudice because she isn’t 
of my race. I get teed off when people 
do it. And I wonder: how many other 
women would have done what Barbara 
did to win the man she loved? 


M* EARLIEST memory of Barb 
reaches back to about age five. 

Her father, whom all of us knew as 
Mr. Cummings, owned a big spread of 
farmland down in Arkansas, not too far 
from Little Rock. My father owned a 
small farm next to Mr. Cummings’ place. 

Mr. Cummings was rich; my father 
barely made out. The only way he could 
make ends meet was by doing odd jobs, 
between his own farming chores, for Mr. 
Cummings. 

I was about five years old that time 
when Dad went over to Mr. Cummings’ 
place to help with the cotton crop. I 
tagged along. 

Mr. Cummings had three children, a 
boy named Bill and two girls, Betty and 
Barbara. The four of us kids were left 


to play together while the grownups 























worked. Nobody seemed to think any. a 
thing was odd about a little Negro boy tl 
playing with white children. Naturally ( 
I didn’t. I had a lot of fun. 

It was to be a long time before I'd see i 
significance in this, but even then Bar. 
bara and I seemed to pair off. I'll never i 
forget how we sneaked off from Bill and 
Betty during a “hide-and-seek” game, 
hid out behind one of Mr. Cummings’ 


big barns, and started another game of 
our own. i 

Like many other playful, inquisitive 
kids, we were curious about many things. | 
We were curious about ourselves. With 
the perfect innocence of childhood, we 
stripped nude behind that barn and got 
caught. Nothing wrong had happened. 
We were just curious kids and we'd 
taken off our clothes. But a fieldhand, on 
his way in to run an errand, saw us and 
promptly reported us to Mr. Cummings. 

Mr. Cummings didn’t make much of 
an issue of it. He frowned a bit at both 
of us, but said “children will be children. 
| guess.” He even seemed a bit amused 
by what had happened. But Mrs. Cum- 
mings acted as though we had been 
grown up. She just didn’t think it was 
right for her pretty little white girl to be 
playing in the nude with a little colored 
boy. She said so in no uncertain terms. 
After all, what would people think? 

She really tore into Dad. 

“Will,” she said, “I think it’s about 
time you taught that boy the facts of life. 
You were reared right here in Arkansas 
and you know we never allow anything 
like this. Why, suppose . . .” 

She talked on and on, and Dad stood 
there, his face bowed, his eyes digging 
a hole into the ground, and swallowed 
every word she said. I didn’t understand 
what it was all about, but it sure scared 
me. 

Finally Dad took me home and | got 
a real going over. Mom was shocked 
when Dad told her the news. I don’t 
think the both of them could have been 
more shocked if Barb and I had been 
grown and had come over to our place, 
arm in arm, to announce our wedding 
plans. 

It sounded like the world was coming 
to an end. Not only did I get a terrible 
beating, I also got a scolding that burned 
my ears. I was told: 

“Don’t you ever let anything like this 
happen again! Don’t ever, if you know 


? 


what’s good for you! 











rownups 
nk any- 
gro boy 
aturally 


> 1d see 
en Bar. 
ll never 
Bill and 
game, 
nmings’ 
‘ame of 


uisitive 
things, 
- With 
od. we 
ind got 
pened, 
1 we'd 
ind, on 
us and 
mings. 
uch of 
it both 
ildren. 
mused 
Cum- 

been 
it was 
to be 
olored 
terms. 


k? 


about 
f life. 
‘ansas 


thing 


stood 
zging 
owed 
stand 
cared 


| got 
icked 
don’t 
been 
been 
lace, 
ding 


ning 
ible 
ned 


this 
now 





I don’t mean to keep stepping up on 
a soapbox, but I can’t escape some of 
the ironic facts of interracial relations. 
One of the most obvious facts is this: 
adults are the ones who are always mak- 
ing mountains out of molehills. 

If you want to dig pure irony, here it 
is: 

If Barbara’s mother and my parents 
hadn’t made so much noise about that 
innocent little game we played that day 
behind the barn, Barb and I probably 
never would have married. 

Of course, I’m proud and happy be- 
cause we did marry. Yet, let’s face it: 

We were nothing but kids. Our entire 
world revolved around pleasure, games, 
rides, goodies. We hadn’t yet begun to 
think about anything like race or any 
grownup problem. We were kids to- 
gether and we played. By some accident, 
Barb and I were thrown together. She 
was a girl and J was a boy. She had a 
brother and sister; I was an only child. 
Out of this awareness of difference came 
curiosity. And because of that, we got 
branded. 

A little game both of us soon would 
have forgotten, for I insist that it meant 
nothing, was stamped in our minds for a 
lifetime because our parents made a big 
thing out of it. 

In this case, I’m glad they did; but 
on viewing life generally, I know every- 
thing would be much better if grownups 
were less quick-triggered in the mind 
when faced with interracial problems. 


w THE YEARS between age five and 

youth, | saw Barbara many times. | 
got to speak to her a few times, but | was 
never again alone with her. After all, 
we lived in different worlds. 

I] was, though, conscious of her. She 
grew into a pretty girl. She was, | 
learned by reading the county paper, 
very smart at school and very popular 
with the boys. I remember feeling a 
twinge of jealousy when I read that, but 
| kicked it out of my mind as sheer 
stupidity. 

But I never forget our little incident 
and the fun we had had, although it 
never occurred to me that such a meet- 
ing. between two five-year-olds, could 
result in love. 

After I put some size on me, I got a 
girl of my own. In high school, in fact, 
I was quite popular with the girls. Mom 
and Dad weren’t rich, but they did two 
things for me: they made me work hard 


and they provided plenty of good food. 
Those two things made me grow tall and 
strong. The girls seemed to like what 
they saw when I came around. It didn’t 
hurt, either, that I was pretty good in 
sports. 

In time, | guess. Dad concluded that 
I had learned my lesson when that field- 
hand caught Barbara and I down behind 
the barn. I know that’s the truth because 
he never would have sent me over to the 
Cummings’ place to borrow a wagon if 
he had thought that I’d do anything but 
run the errand. 

Dad and I had been harvesting a late 
summer crop when our rickety old wagon 
just fell apart. Dad was all for unload- 
ing and trying to repair the wagon. But 
it was already mid-afternoon: I had a 
date on for that night, and I wanted to 
get the job done quickly. I suggested 
that we try to borrow a wagon from Mr. 
Cummings and fix ours later. 

Dad didn’t seem to be too keen on the 
idea at first, but it was one way of solv- 
ing our problem. He finally agreed and 
I trotted off to fetch the wagon. I never 
stopped to think that I’d have any 
trouble getting it. 

It was a pretty good run over the fields 
to the Cummings place, and I was winded 
as I jogged up into their front yard. A 
fat, contented dog lifted her head slightly 
from her snooze under a tree as | made 
my way around the large, white house. 
looking for Mr. Cummings. 

The place seemed to be deserted. | 
knocked at the back door. No one 
answered. I knocked again. Same re- 
sult. I glanced toward the garage in 
back of the house. Empty. Maybe the 
Cummings had gone to town or even on 
over to Little Rock. 

I decided to make one more try—the 
barns. 

The Cummings place was a real lay- 
out, a big silo for storing feed, a section 
for raising poultry, stables, an equipment 
shed, riding horses, the works. I sort of 
marveled at it all as I walked around 
the place, searching for someone who 
could lend me a wagon. 

I had just turned a corner of the main 
barn when I saw this girl. The sight of 
her all but knocked me for a loop. She 
wore tight-fitting blue jeans, over a shape 
like a bathing beauty queen. As I 
rounded the barn, she stood, with her 
back to me, bent over, examining the 
right front foot of a handsome riding 
horse. 


] heard her speak. She was saying 
something, very gently, to the horse. But 
I couldn’t make out what it was. I 
guessed, though, that the horse had hurt 
his foot somehow and she was walking 
him around for exercise while he re- 
covered. 

It was the horse who first sensed 
my presence. He whinnied. Barbara 
straightened, turned her head, and saw 
me. 

To tell the truth, I wanted to run, but 
I was rooted to the spot. I suddenly re- 
membered what had happened to us 
another time neafa barn. Looking at 
this beautiful girl standing there in those 
tight-fitting clothes. She was white and 
I was Negro and this was the South. This 
just wasn’t the place for me to be, es- 
pecially when there was nobody else on 
the place. 

Barbara just stood there looking at 
me, an amused glint in her blue eyes and 
a teasing pucker on her full, red lips. I 
flashed hot, then cold, then scared. 

| had just uprooted myself, turned and 
started away when she called: 

“Bill?” 

It was a sort of question, as if she 
thought she knew me but wasn’t sure 
it was me. 

Slowly, hating every second I stayed 
there, I turned. 

“Did you call me, Miss Barbara?” 

Barbara seemed a bit displeased with 
the way I answered her, even though I 
had done it in proper Dixieland style. 
Frankly, I was puzzled, and that added 
to my uneasiness. 

Then Barbara answered my question: 

“Yes, I called you, Mister Bill,” she 
said impishly. “Did you want some- 
thing?” 

“Yes, I—I .. .” 

My tongue just wouldn’t work right 
the first time. I tried again. I told Bar- 
bara: “I came over to see if we could 
borrow one of your father’s wagons. I 
thought I’d find him back here. But I 
see his car is gone, so I guess I'll have 
to come back later—” 

Barbara kept on teasing me with her 
lips and eyes. 

“Do you mean to tell me, Bill Davis, 
that you’d go away without so much as 
saying hello to me?” 

Why was she talking to me like that? 
| wondered. Was she deliberately trying 
to get me into trouble. All 1 wanted was 
(Continued on Page 63) 
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the wagon. 
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New, improved NEVOLINE Bleaching Cream is unlike 
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By Jane Walters 


UMMER JS the ideal time to read 

for pleasure. One of the best com- 
binations for leisure is an interesting 
book and a pitcher of frosty lemonade. 
so trot out your favorite novel and set- 
tle down for a relaxing afternoon. 

The pressures of deadline themes and 
book reports are gone, and it is not 
obligatory to select a book on the re- 
quired reading list. Now is the time to 
exercise your reading freedom and read 
solely for entertainment. 

If your literary 1.Q. is bottom grade 
and you're always on the outside listen- 
ing in when friends discuss books, get 
hep and make a bee-line to your library 
so you, too, can speak eloquently of 
characters and plots. 

Don’t wait for National Book Week 
before you enjoy the adventures of read- 
ing. Books are many things to many 
people, but mainly they are the pillars of 
education and the vehicles of ideas. They 
are your rightful heritage, and like gems 
of great value, should be treasured and 
passed along from generation to gener- 
ation. 

One of the best ways to become ex- 
posed to books is through your local 
library. Rental cards cost nothing and 
are easy to obtain. Librarians are par- 
ticularly interested in teen-agers who 
have a desire to increase their knowl- 
edge through the use of library facili- 
ties. Culture-promoting groups also en- 
courage you to become more aware of 
good books, and this is one inroad 
towards a scholarship. 

Get to know your librarian and she 
will be a big help in steering you toward 
worthy books. Ask her about such au- 
thors as Ernest Hemingway, William 
Faulkner, James T. Farrell and many 
others. 
number of writers to see what they have 
to offer their readers. 

The Secondary Education Board’s 
Book List Committee, made up of li- 
brarians and teachers, have compiled a 


Acquaint yourself with a large 


list of “Ten Best Adult Books for Pre- 
college Readers.” They are: 

Andersonville by MacKinlay Kantor 
( World) 

The Day Lincoln Was Shot by Jim 
Bishop (Harper & Brothers) 

{n Episode of Sparrows by Rumer 

Godden (Viking Press) 

The Family Of Man by Edward Stei- 
chen (Museum of Modern Art) 

Gift From The Sea by Anne Morrow 
Lindbergh (Pantheon Books) 

The Good Shepherd by C. S. Forester 
(Little, Brown and Company) 

Inside Africa by John Gunther (Har- 
per & Brothers) 

Three Tickets To Adventure by Gerald 
M. Surrell (Viking Press) 

2] Stayed by Virginia Falsey (Farrar, 
Straus and Cudahy) 

Gertrude Lawrence As Mrs. A by 
Richard Stoddard Aldrich (Grey- 
stone) 

Some of the books are history, some 
adventure, but all are guaranteed to be 
well worth your attention. 

Whatever your reading tastes, a good 
library can supply you with enough ma- 
terial to fill a dozen summers. Vary your 
literary diet with different types of 
books. Include some light and amusing 
short stories, as well as more serious 
autobiographies and biographies. Look 
to science-fiction for something new and 
excitingly “out of this world.” 

Travel books offer you an opportunity 
to become acquainted with people of 
other lands. Through history books you 
are able to venture with Columbus in 
his tiny ships across unchartered oceans 
or with Da Gama to the teaming Arab 
trading posts of the past centuries. Live 
and colorful life vicariously 
with the great figures of long ago. 

Reading helps you to develop a better 
insight into the characters of others as 
well as yourself. It stimulates thinking 
and often introduces you to new ideas 


offered by others. 
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with shining billows of 

long, lustrous hair you've 
always wanted. If the length of 
your hair has been affected by its 
undue dryness, you owe it to 
yourself to try RAVEEN on 
our generous no risk offer. 
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Helpful 
Heart 


Facts 





1 Some forms of 
heart disease can 

be prevented ...a 
few can be cured. 




















2 All heart cases 
can be cared for best 
if diagnosed early. 














3 Almost every 


heart condition 
can be helped by 
proper treatment. 








4 Most heart 


patients can keep on 
working—very often 
at the same job. 














or may not mean heart 
disease. Don’t guess— 

don’t worry. See your 

doctor and be sure. 





PIGHT FEAR WITH FACTS 


Help Oj Help 
Your Your 


Heart 
, 


Heart 
Fund 


0 











LIFES 





“@neucea2ata®d 


N BALTIMORE, construction worker Moses Bryant casually began discussing his 
marriage with co-worker William Joyner, was astonished to learn that the wife 
he married in 1955 had married Joyner back in 1933 and never gotten a divorce. 


* a * 


In Washington, D. C., Robert Shank was sentenced to 60 days in 
jail for beating his wife with a broom after she called the cops on him 
for lassoing and hanging their pet cat. 


* * * 


In Philadelphia, at the end of an all-day drinking spree, Joseph Johnson, 28, re- 
moved four bullets from his gun, spun the chamber, aimed at his head and pulled 
the trigger. Nothing happened. Then he handed the gun to his wife with orders to 
shoot. She shot him dead on the second try. 


* * * 


In Brooklyn, 18-year-old William Ravenel enrolled in a college 
course in police science, promptly went out and robbed a neighbor of 
her purse containing $11, was caught by scientific police. 


* * * 


In Detroit, jobless Theron Williams, 38, drew a year’s probation after stealing 
$45 and a radio from 50-year-old blind man Cerie Goss, who had given Williams a 
place to live until he could find a job. 


* * * 


In Cleveland, veteran policeman Thomas W. Hill was charged with 
the murder of his 31-year-old wife, Evelyn, after telling his superiors 
the day after the shooting: ““Yesterday was my day off, and what I do 
on my day off is my own business.” 


* * * 


In Baltimore, Herbert Phillips won a divorce from his wife, Doris, on testimony 
that when he failed to buy her a new Easter outfit, she deserted him with the parting 
words: “If you don’t get it, I know who can.” 


x * * 


In Hamtramck, Mich., 55-year-old Edward Lee grew tired of watch- 
ing rats run around in his barn, became a do-it-yourself exterminator 
by burning down the barn. 


* * * 


In Washington, D. C., Mrs. Helen G. Washington, 35, asked a divorce from her 
husband, Calvin, 36, on grounds that he made excessive sexual advances during her 
late pregnancy, then quit speaking to her and had the gas and telephone service dis- 
connected when she refused to honor his marital demands. 


« * * 


In Los Angeles, 33-year-old Earl Livingston dashed heroically in 
and out of a flaming apartment building to save two women and their 
11 children, but sternly refused the pleas of one distraught mother 
for him to return to the inferno one more time to rescue her televi- 
sion set. 
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WHAT'S YOUR OPINION? 


HERE'S 
A CHANCE 
TO CASHIN ON IT! 


ANT TO HAVE A HAND in put- 

ting together a national magazine? 
The editors of TAN invite you as a read- 
er to join us in producing the kind of 
magazine you like best. And, there’s 
money in it for you! 

Starting with this issue, TAN will carry 
a Personal Opinion Poll form to be filled 
out by readers. After reading the stories 
and special features in this August issue. 
turn to the form (which will be listed 
each month on Table of Contents Page 4 
under Special Features) and on it indi- 
cate which stories you liked best and 
why. Also, you may indicate which 
stories you liked least. If you want to 
give additional opinion about the maga- 
zine or specific stories by attaching a let- 
ter, you are invited to do so. 

The Personal Opinion Poll form, ap- 
pearing on this page, is easy to fill out. 
and for the most complete and helpful 
reply we receive, we will pay first prize 
money of $10 each month. The second 
best reply will receive a $5 prize, and 
there will be five third prizes of $2 each. 

Names and hometowns of the winners 
will be listed each month right on the 
Personal Opinion Poll form. 

Remember, the honesty, frankness and 
completeness of your opinion will be the 
key factors in your winning one of the 
cash prizes. The contest is open to every- 
one but employees of Johnson Publish- 
ing Company, and you may enter as 
many different contests as you like, even 
if you have won before. 

Entries should be mailed to TAN 
Magazine, Personal Opinion Poll, 1820 
South Michigan Avenue, Chicago 16. 
Illinois. The deadline for entries will be 
the first of each month following the date 
the magazine goes on sale. For instance, 
the deadline for receiving entries in the 
Personal Opinion Poll for this issue of 
TAN is August 1. That’s all there is to 
it. Just fill out the form and you are on 
your way toward winning a cash prize. 
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PERSONAL OPINION POLL 


CASH PRIZES FOR YOUR OPINION 
FIRST PRIZE $10 SECOND PRIZE $5 
FIVE THIRD PRIZES, EACH $2 


When you have read all the stories and articles in this issue of TAN, please fill in the 
form below. In addition, you may use a letter to tell us your opinion if you need more 
space. Your opinion will help us greatly in giving you the kind of stories and features 
you like best. 





Please check the space to the left of the one phrase which best answers the question: 


1. Did you read SECRET DATE? |] No [] Part of it [_] All of it 
It was |_|] Good {_} Fair |} Poor 
2. Did you read DADDY MADE ME BAD? []No_ [] Part of it 
[] All of it Itwas{] Good []Fair [| Poor 
3. Did you read DON’T MOTHER YOUR MAN? []No_ [ _] Partof it 
[| Allofit It was [ ] Good [] Fair [] Poor 
4. Did you read PART-TIME WIFE? [| No [_] Part ofit ([] All of it 
It was [|] Good [] Fair [_] Poor 
5. Did you read MURDER IN MY HEART? [|] No _ [_] Part of it 
[! Allofit twas {_] Good [] Fair [] Poor 
6. Did you read WE COULDN'T HIDE OUR LOVE? 
[] No [] Partofit [] All of it 
It was | | Good [] Fair [| Poor 
7. Did you read THE INSIDE STORY OF MICKEY & SYLVIA? 
[]}No [] Part of it [_] All of it 
lt was | ] Good [] Fair [] Poor 
8. Did you read DOROTHY DANDRIDGE’S HOLLYWOOD LOVE LIFE? 
[] No [] Part of it [] All of it 
It was [_] Good [] Fair [] Poor 


9. Did you read | DON’T CARE ABOUT MY HUSBAND'S PAST? 
[ ] No [_] Part of it [| All of it 


It was [| | Good [] Fair [|_| Poor 





Please tell us which story you liked best in this issue, which you liked second 
best, and which you liked third best, listing them in order below. 
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The following information helps us understand our readers better. 
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Your marital status? Check one [_|single |_|]married [_|divorced [ |widowed 





WINNERS WILL BE LISTED HERE EACH MONTH 





MAIL TO: TAN MAGAZINE, PERSONAL OPINION POLL, 
1820 SOUTH MICHIGAN AVENUE, CHICAGO 16, ILLINOIS 
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The clocks keep ticking 
away. We need your dol- 
lars to make each minute 
count in the fight against 
cancer. 

With $70, we can buy an 
eyepiece micrometer .. . 
$48 buys a laboratory 
flowmeter...$15 buys an 
instrument sterilizer... 
$3.75, a hematocrit reader. 


Only you can decide how 
much you can afford to 
send. But send it today, 
to help us keep moving 
ahead in the struggle to 
save lives. 

Send a generous check to 
“Cancer” c/o your local 
Post Office. 


AMERICAN CANCER SOCIETY 





Protect Your Child 






Against Accidents 


By Dr. Edward W. Beasley 


Instructor In Pediatrics 


Northwestern University 


ANY MOTHERS who visit my office 
feel that accidents happen only to 
other people’s children. Not long ago, a 
young mother of two lively little boys 
commented: “Wasn’t it tragic about that 
little boy who was accidentally poi- 
soned? How could a mother be so care- 
less?” 

But when I asked her what precautions 
she was taking to prevent her children 
from eating something they shouldn’t, 
she only laughed: “Oh, doctor, in my 
house all poison is kept out of the chil- 
dren’s reach.” Then I asked her two 
questions which she could not dismiss 
so easily: 1) Are they really out of 
reach, all dangerous substances all the 
time? 2) What exactly do you think 
are the poisonous things in your house? 

Not all dangerous liquids or powders 
are marked “poison.” But almost all 
medicines, household cleansing aids and 
disinfectants, if misused, are poisonous 
to a child. Children between one and 
five put almost anything they find into 
their mouths. Little boys, true to their 
more adventurous nature, outnumber 
girls as victims of poisoning. 

Although many families have medi- 
cine cabinets in which potent drugs are 
stored, medicines which we do not think 
of as poisonous cause far more accidents 
than prescription medicines. Large quan- 
tities of aspirin can have just as serious 
effect on the under-five-year-olds as 
stronger medicines not designed for chil- 
dren’s use. Many cough mixtures con- 
tain morphine in small quantities. Rub- 
bing alcohol, liniments, all sleeping pills 
and anti-histamines also may prove dis- 
astrous to a child’s system. 

Never overlook the potency of disin- 
fectants. A number of otherwise careful 


mothers keep bleaches, turpentine, soda 
or other disinfectants under the sink or 
some other place easily within reach of 
the child. 

Moth balls, which usually fascinate 
youngsters who mistake them for candy, 
are most harmful taken internally. 
Roach poison, ant poison and, of course, 
rat paste are as deadly to a child as to 
an adult. 

The kitchen, usually a cozy gathering 
spot for most families, may be one of the 
deadliest rooms in the home. While a 
mother turns her back, Junior scampers 
to the forbidden stove or plays merrily 
in the knife drawer. All too often, it is 
in the “I-only-left-him-for-a-second” life- 
time that a child may be burned serious- 
ly, or maimed for life. 

Not all pitfalls lie within the house. 
Lured by sunny skies and the vigorous 
spirit of youth, a child is faced with 
many dangers in the great out of doors. 
An unsupervised swimming hole is the 
cause of many unnecessary drownings. 
Rusty nails and broken glass which cause 
painful infections usually surround these 
areas. The city child, miles from a beach, 
is also tempted by excavations or an 
abandoned construction site. Trapped 
by a cave-in or the victim of a fatal fall, 
he may never get a second chance to 
“learn by experience.” 

Happily, summer need not be grim or 
tragic for the energetic child. A wise 
parent realizes the scope of normal child- 
hood curiosity and plans accordingly. 
Medicine, guns and knives are locked 
away from inquisitive fingers and older 
children are enrolled in supervised com- 
munity play groups. Then, both mother 
and child may relax and enjoy a safe 
and sunny summer. 
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Scorcep by the broiling days of summer, normally 


healthy appetites ofttimes just seem to wilt away. Nevertheless, 


soda there are plenty of delicious snacks with which an 
k or enterprising housewife can tempt her family’s sagging 
h of taste buds. On the following two pages, TAN’s Home 
Le Service Section offers suggestions for cool 

inate 


q snacks that are guaranteed to chase the hot weather 
ore doldrums out of the kitchen. 








1 saucepan melt 1 cups butter. Add % cup Worcester- 
sauce and 2 tsps. each of garlic salt, onion salt and celery 
Place in a roasting pan 1 lb. mixed, salted nuts, 1 pkg. 
heat Chex, 1 pkg. Rice Chex, 1 pkg. Cheerios, and 1 pkg. 
tzel Twists. Pour sauce over mixture. Mix lightly. Bake 
wered in 225°F. oven for 2 hours, stirring lightly every 20 
nutes. Spread on brown paper to cool. Serve with ice cold beer. 


Mixed Seafood Salad 


Sweet, fresh cucumber pickles are delicious in mixed seafood 
salad. It is easy to make this salad; simply use one of your 
favorite “tried-and-true” tuna, crab or lobster recipes. Chill 
thoroughly, then spoon on to a bed of crisp lettuce, endive or 
water cress and decorate with fancy, sweet mixed pickles. For 
extra dash and appetizing appeal, garnish with colorful tomato 
wedges. Chopped pickles may be included in salad mixture too. 














URING THE hot summer days when 
folk start saying, “It’s too hot to 
eat,” is the time to pay special attention 
to foods that are prepared and served. 
What could be more appetizing to de- 
flated appetites than a luscious salad, at- 
tractively arranged on a bed of crisp gar- 
den lettuce! Salads look cool, taste cool, 
and best of all, they are cool to prepare. 
Salad-making is an art that can be mas- 
tered by all, even the men in the family. 
They are one of the most practical solu- 
tions to quick and easy menu planning. 

Set up an attractive buffet meal on a 
shady porch or any cool spot, and plan 
the menu around cold soup, salad, a fresh 
garden vegetable and a cool drink. As 
the thermometer soars upward, watch 
finicky appetites disappear. Besides 
salads, other snack ideas that can be pre- 
pared in a jiffy are delicious sandwiches, 
all-in-one dishes and many sparkling 
beverages that add the finishing touch to 
a pleasant meal. 

Cool drinks go hand-in-hand with 
summer heat waves, so stir up your own 
concoction, decorate with a fancy gar- 
nish and serve with crunchy nut-nibbles. 
Include chilled soups, jellied consommes, 
salads, cold cuts, and plenty of fresh 
fruits and vegetables. On these pages are 
suggestions for tasty summer snacks. 
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Frosty Chocolate Drinks 


Deliciously cool and refreshing summer drinks can be made 
exciting by the addition of flavorings, bananas, spices and marsh- 
mallows to chocolate or regular milk. A Chocolate Milk Banana 
Mint Drink is made by whipping a ripe banana into the milk 
and flavoring with mint. Chocolate Milk Raspberry Frosted, 
Rum Chocolate Milk Marshmallow, Banana-Nutmeg Chocolate 
Drink, and Spiced Chocolate Milk Punch are easy to make, too. 






























Harvest Fruit Salad 


To coax lagging appetites on a hot day, serve a picture-pretty fruit salad with the 
family’s favorite fruit, along with an exotic honey French dressing. For something new, 
introduce the folks to Japanese canned orange sections that are fragrant and juicy with 
the true Mandarin orange flavor. They add extra zip and glamour to fruit salads. Garnish 
with water cress. These orange sections, on sale in specialty shops, supermarkets and 

grocery stores, may be added to fruit cups, cereals or other desserts. 
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Green Olive Chicken Salad 


For a summer salad that can double as the main dish, combine 
2% cups diced, cooked chicken, 1 cup chopped celery, Yo cup 
chopped almonds, Y% cup sliced pimiento-stuffed green olives, 
2 thsps. French dressing and ¥3 cup mayonnaise. Toss together 
until all ingredients are well coated. Chill. Garnish with lemon 
and tomato wedges. Add more olive slices for decoration, sur- 
round salad with crisp greens. Serve with French dressing. 
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Sleeveless dress with scoop neckline has New-neckline sheath has clever drawstring Two-in-one pattern features bolero and 
ned cape and cummerbund. Pattern num- bolero. and one-piece fitted dress. Pattern sheath skirt or flared version. Pattern num- 
ber: 8299, price: 65¢, sizes: 10 to 18. number: 8323, price: 65¢, sizes: 10 to 18. ber: 8300, price: 75¢, sizes: 10 to 20. 


VACATION CLOTHES 


FOR SUN AND FUN 


UMMERTIME LIVING is easy as long, balmy days of bright 
sunshine stretch ahead, and thoughts are filled with vacation 
plans and evenings of fun and frolic. Be penny-wise and pros- 
perous this year and make your own vacation clothes with the 
use of smart, fashion-right patterns. They supply the newest styles 
with a minimum of expense. It’s easy to make additions to your 
wardrobe and save those extra pennies for other vacation needs. 
Sew for fun and flattery and enjoy the experience of wearing your 
own summer “originals.” Pay close attention to fabric and pat- 
terns, selecting only those that do the most for you. All patterns 
are by Advance Pattern Company, and an order blank appears on 
Page 51. Jewelry is by Ledo, hats by William J., and shoes by 
ss has detachable cummerbund and full Capezio. 


sleeves with ties. Pattern number: 
rice: 75¢, sizes: 9to 15 and 10 to 18. 





SRomper pants are teamed with blouse fea- 
ring stand-away rolled collar. Pattern 
nber: 8016, price; 50¢, sizes: 10 to 18. 
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SHORT and COOL FOR SUMMER 


OF THE HAIR is always the No. 1 beauty problem of most women in the 
mer season. Regardless of the type or texture of hair, it is always hard to 
esses behave when temperatures and humidity go soaring sky~high. One 
est solutions to this problem is the short, sleek haircut that has style and 


ess with feminine softness added. A trip to your favorite beautician for con- 


and suggestions is best, for she can cut and style the hair, plus give you 


ointers you will need to keep it neat and well groomed. 

ient shampoos are very necessary for good grooming in hot weather because 
| dust, plus salt water, sun and wind all have a tendency to make the hair 
' brittle. Daily brushing and frequent oil treatments will help to condition 


| hair, and will give it the life and sheen that brings out the beauty of a 
here are many clever ways to style short hair, and a few deep waves and 
will work wonders. TAN has selected several hair styles that are easy to 
and that can be worn by most women. 
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Hwhen I leaned forward to kiss her again, 


‘she stepped back and said coldly, “You're 
‘in a hurry—remember ?” 


“Aw, don’t be like that,” I said impa- 
tiently. Then without a backward glance, 
J ran down the steps and got into my car 
and took off. 

-The heavy morning traffic took all my 
attention until I got out of the city to the 
highway. Then, thinking about Rosa, it 
struck me the way she’d acted was a bit 
strange in a way I didn’t understand. In 
the past several months I'd gotten used to 
her complaining about my being away so 
much, but never before had she spoken so 
sharply or chilled up on me like that. Yet 
even that wasn’t what was really bothering 
me because I had a feeling that she might 
suspect that my business trips weren’t al- 
ways pure business. But that didn’t seem 
likely. In the first place, how could she 
have learned anything about my activities? 
In the second place, Rosa was the trusting 
type. 

I mulled that over, but I still sensed that 
something about her attitude that morning 
was off beat. Unable to figure it out, I for- 
got the whole matter and, finding the high- 
way clear. I kicked my speed up to seventy, 
because I hadn’t been wolfing when Id told 
Rosa I didn’t want to be late for my Cares- 
town appointment. The reason: lunch with 
one lush. red-headed widow named Edith 
Grace, who owned a big beauty school and 
a drug store. 
customers—and one of the prettiest. I had 
it figured the time was ripe for our cus- 
tomer-salesman relationship to warm into 
one quite a bit more personal. 

Well, it most certainly did! I had ex- 
pected to take Madam Grace to lunch and, 
of course, tack it on my expense account. 
But she took me—to her swank bungalow 
on the outskirts of town. We had a swell 
lunch there, with bonded Scotch for des- 
sert. Dinner was great, too. Ditto for break- 
fast. before I left for my next stop, a city 
fifty miles up the road. 

As I zoomed in that direction. I chuckled, 
thinking how often I was able to combine 
business with pleasure—business being the 
sale of beauty supplies. and my pleasure 
the fine chicks I met while so doing. Mostly 
they were older than I, which maybe was 
why I was flattered by the ease I usually 
got the green light. Of course, my looks 
didn’t hurt any and I knew I was a really 
smooth operator. 

Most people pretend to be modest about 
their looks, but I'll bet they think just the 
opposite, including us males. 
especially us. And particularly those of us 
that dames go for. Like they did for me. 
I'd always had good luck with the chicks. 
But just the same, the only one I ever real- 
ly loved was Rosa. I must have, because 
her I married. 


She was one of my best 


Or maybe, 


Murder In My Heart 


(Continued from Page 31) 


Thinking about that, I felt a twinge of 
guilt at the way I cheated on her. But as 
usual, I washed it away by reminding my- 
self that what my wife didn’t know couldn't 
hurt her. But this time, it bounced right 
back at me. Or maybe it was the uneasiness 
I felt because of her coolness when I left 
the morning before. I thought maybe I'd 
better break down and 
in the city where we lived, like she wanted 
me to. Maybe real estate. Or cars. I knew 


latch onto a job 


I was a good salesman and was sure I 
could do okay in either of those lines. As 
I drove into Pittsboro, my next stop, my 
mind raced excitedly with plans. And the 
decision to carry them out gave me a warm 
glow. a big feeling, as I anticipated how 
pleased Rosa would be when I told her. 
I also vowed to do no more cheating. Being 
home with Rosa all the time would take 
care of my love life very nicely. Besides. 
it was time I was settling down. 

I suppose it was eagerness 
back and break the 
that sparked me into completing all my 
sales calls in 
I smiled to myself as I headed homeward 
the of the third day. 
Rosa would really jump for joy when I 


my to get 


good news to Rosa 


three days instead of four. 


afternoon because 
showed up a day early. And having done 
extremely well, commission-wise. I would 
splurge on a dinner with all the trimmings 
and then maybe a bit of night clubbing 
She’d love that! 

I reached home a little before dark and 
was tell 
plans that I hopped out of my car and ran 


with her. 


so anxious to Rosa of my new 
all the way to the house. Since the evening 
was quite warm. I was surprised to find 
the front door closed. When I discovered 
it was also locked. I felt let down, for that 
meant Rosa wasn’t home. As I let myself 


into the dark house my disappointment was 


so sharp. I had to laugh at myself for 
acting so much like a kid. Because after | 
all, Rosa hadn’t expected me until the next | 
day and there was no reason for her to 


stay cooped up in the house on the remote | 


chance that I would come home sooner | 
than expected. But just the same, I was | 
provoked. | 

Since Rosa and I wouldn’t be stepping 


out for dinner, I looked in the refrigerator 
for something to eat. There was a half of | 
a baked ham and beer. I 
made a couple big ham sandwiches and sat 
at the kitchen table eating them and drink- 
ing a couple of cans of beer and listening | 


some cans ofl 


to a Dodger-Braves game on the kitchen 
radio. I took plenty of time with my snack. 
but Rosa hadn’t shown up by the time I 
finished. I looked at my watch and it said 


it was ten o’clock. I wondered where she 
was, and decided she was at the movies, 
maybe. 

I turned off the kitchen light and walked | 
through the dark house to the front and | 
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ADVANCE PATTERNS 


may be purchased in leading department stores 
—or send in the following coupon: 


TAN MAGAZINE 

HOME SERVICE DEPARTMENT 
1820 SOUTH MICHIGAN AVENUE 
CHICAGO 16, ILLINOIS 
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From One 
Woman To 
Another... 





You can’t beat TAN’s Home Service Sec- 
tion for that personalized feminine approach 
to the latest trends in fashions, beauty and 
modern living. 

Prepared by Home Service Director Freda 
DeKnight, here is a magazine section de- 
signed just for you. 


And it’s there every month in TAN. 
Sl 
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It’s wonderful 
the way 
Chewing-Gum 
Laxative 
acts chiefly to 


REMOVE WASTE 
-NoT GOOD FOOD 


Here’s a secret millions have discovered about 
FEEN-A-MINT, the wonderfully different chew- 
z-gum laxative. 

FEEN-A-MINT is different because you chew 
it. It’s different, too, because it removes mostly 
waste—not good food! FEEN-A-MINT does not 

rk in the stomach, where your food is being 
digested. That’s why it does not take away 
é t of the good food you need for energy. 

Doctors know that FEEN-A-MINT works chiefly 
in the lewer bowel...removes mostly waste, 
not good food! 

So to feel like a million, do as millions do. 
Chew delicious FEEN-A-MINT...and feel full 

f life and energy! Get FEEN-A-MINT today. 
6 tablets, 35¢—also small and economy sizes. 


ff Feen-a-mint 
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sat on the front porch for a while. Then 
remembering that there was a boxing bout 
on TV that I wanted to see, I hurried into 
the living room and turned the set on. It 
was a good fight—as long as I lasted. I 
mean, I had stretched out on the divan to 
watch it, and before long I fell sound 
asleep. When I awakened, the TV set was 
still on, making crackling noises, but there 
was nothing on the screen but a weird pat- 
tern. Which meant it was real late. And 
right away I thought Rosa must have come 
‘in and gone straight upstairs without notic- 
ing the television was on. 

I yawned and stretched, then took off 
my shoes and tiptoed up to our bedroom, 
grinning at the surprise that she was going 
to get when I eased into bed with her. 
Taking pains to turn the door knob quietly, 
I eased the door open. Then I got a jolt. 
Enough light came in through the window 
to reveal the bed was empty! But I was so 
sure that Rosa was home that I was sud- 
denly sure that she had discovered my pres- 
ence and was playing a joke on me by 
hiding in the guest room. I looked. She 
wasn’t there, either! 

A cold, empty feeling settled inside me 
as I went back downstairs. Because it was 
completely unlike Rosa to be out so late 
—unless something had happened to her. 
I stopped at the foot of the stairs and 
looked at the luminous hands on my wrist- 
watch to learn just how late it was. My 
heart skidded sickeningly when I saw that 
it was three o’clock! All sorts of frighten- 
ing possibilities flooded through my mind. 
Maybe she had taken ill. or had been hurt 
and taken to a hospital. Or could she have 
been out somewhere and been attacked or 
kidnapped? Obeying my first panicky im- 
pulse, I started into the living room where 
the phone was, intending to check with 
the police and the hospitals. But as I 
passed a window I caught a glimpse of a 
car stopping in front of the house. Halting 
abruptly, I ran back to the window. my 
heart thudding with both hope and fear— 
hope that it was Rosa, unharmed, and fear 
that somebody was bringing bad news con- 
cerning her. 

In the faint light from a street lamp 
down the street I couldn’t tell who it was 
until a tall guy piled out of the car on 
the driver’s side, and strode around the 
front and opened the other door next to 
the curb. Instantly I recognized him as my 
buddy, Pete Burnel. The next instant I also 
recognized the person he was helping out 
of the car—Rosa! 

In that confused moment I didn’t know 
what to think—until Pete put his arms 
around my wife and kissed her! I was so 
shocked it barely registered when Pete 
released her, got back into his car and 
drove off as she started toward the house. 
Like someone frozen in a trance I watched 
her come slowly along the walk, but it 
was with a feeling of unreality as if in a 

slow-motion nightmare. An awful, deathly 
sick feeling spread through me, followed 


by a sinking sensation as if the floor was 
giving away beneath my feet. 

By then Rosa was halfway up the front 
steps. She stopped to fumble in her bag, 
apparently for her key. I closed my eyes 
until I heard the front door open, fighting 
down the dizziness which made me fear | 
was about to fall. Then I opened them ip 
time to see Rosa’s shadowy figure step 
inside and shut the door. Without a glance 
in my direction, she went slowly up the 
stairs. I felt my mouth working, trying to 
form her name, but no sound came out of 
it. I tried to swallow, but my mouth and 
throat were so dry I couldn't. I took a step 
toward the hall, one hand stiffly raised as 
if to attract her attention and I was still 
locked in that position as she vanished on 
the upper floor. Only then did I seem able 
to really move, and like a robot I shuffled 
stiffly across the room and like a jointed 
toy, fell in a heap upon the divan. But to 
me it felt as if I kept on falling. end 
over end, unto a bottomless pit of hot, 
smothering blackness... 


HE NEXT I remembered, I was 

sprawled on the floor, face down, the 
smell of dust tingling in my nostrils from 
the rug upon which I lay. For a few sec- 
onds my mind was a complete blank. Then 
I heard a kind of hissing sound which | 
could not identify. But gradually it seeped 
into my numbed mind that it was the noise 
of running water and then I knew it was 
Rosa in the upstairs bathroom. A blazing 
turmoil of jealous fury drove me to my feet. 
It was then I knew what I had to do: 
I had to kill her! 

I stole up the stairs, breathing hard 
through my nose, my teeth clenched so 
hard I could feel my jaw muscles bulging 
with iron rigidity. And in my pounding 
heart, murder lust blazed like the evil 
crimson fire of Hell itself! 

Clad only in a negligee, Rosa was com- 
ing out of the bathroom as I reached the 
top of the stairs. I suppose with my hair 
all bushed up, and the crazed look on my 
face, my sudden appearance must have 
been terrifying, for Rosa’s eyes grew huge 
and she froze into an attitude of shocked 
fright. 

“Rusty!” she gasped. 

“Yes, it’s me.” I grated, “your stupid, 
trusting husband who believed his precious 
little wife could do no wrong!” 

Rosa swayed like she was about to fall. 
her pretty features glazing with naked fear. 
“TI—[ didn’t know that—that you were 
home,” she said faintly, her voice trem- 
bling badly. 

I took a step toward her, and she edged 
back, her hands protectively in front of 
her and they were trembling, too. 

“So you didn’t know I was home, huh?” 
I jeered harshly. “I'll just bet you didn’t! 
Not from what I saw out the front window 
a few minutes ago!” I lunged at her, trying 
to grab her by the throat, but she ducked 
and ran into the bedroom, leaving me 
grasping her ripped negligee. I whirled 
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and dashed after her and found her backed 
up against the bureau, her lovely, naked 
prown body sharply outlined by its blond- 
wood finish. Seeing her like that sent a 
mad rage blazing all through me at the 
idea that another man had possessed her. 
“fm going to kill you, Rosa!” I cried 
savagely. “I’m going to break your cheat- 
ing neck!” 

I moved slowly toward her and 
shrunk back, screaming. “No, Rusty! No!” 
Then as I took another step, she bent swift- 
ly and snatched my .38 automatic from 
beneath a pillow on the bed and pointed 
it straight at me. “Don’t step 
closer!” she warned, hysteria in her shrill 
voice. “I'll shoot, Rusty! Ill shoot!” 

I stopped in my tracks, wanting to ignore 
her threat and slap her loose from the gun. 
But I didn’t quite dare, knowing the least 
pressure on the trigger, even involuntary, 
would cause the weapon to fire, for I my- 
self had filed it to make the firing mechan- 
All I could do was to 


“rat 


she 


come a 


ism more sensitive. 
try and intimidate her by growling, 
that gun down Rosa!” 

Rosa shook her head, 
her eyes. 

“Either I’m going to kill you or you’re 
going to kill me.” I declared, my 
throbbing with rage. Then I added bitterly, 
“I suppose you’d like to kill me so you'll 
be free to continue your underhanded af- 
fair with my so-called best friend, huh? 
That’s what you really want, isn’t it?” 

“Oh, Rusty. Rusty.” Rosa big 
tears sliding down her cheeks. 
you say such an awful thing?” 

“From what I saw tonight.” I said. trying 
to keep my voice from breaking, “I think 
I’ve got a right to say it. I suppose being 
out with Pete until three in the morning 
doesn’t mean exactly what any man would 
think it does. Or am I wrong?” 

Until that second I hadn’t realized that 
subconsciously. I had been hoping Rosa 


tears glittering in 


voice 


wailed, 


“how can 


would deny such a charge—would give 
some believable explanation. But as I 
glared at her, waiting for her answer, she 


shook her head and in a choked voice, said, 
“No. No, you’re not exactly wrong, Rusty. 
not about tonight. But—” 

“Oh, you dirty little two-timing witch! 
I shouted wildly, “To think I trusted you, 
believed in you! Why when I came home 
and you weren’t here and it started getting 


1? 


late. I was half out of my mind for fear 
something had happened to you. But until 
you showed up with that rotten, two-faced 
Pete, it never even entered my head to sus- 
pect that you were—that you would do 
what you did! I was just about to start 
calling the police and the hospitals, I was 
so alarmed. And to think I went through 
all that over a cheap, two-timing slut like 
you!” 

My voice broke and I turned my back 

hide the treacherous tears that 
started gushing from my eyes like liquid 
fire. But I could not hold back the raw, 
rough sobs that burst out of my throat. 


had 


hear- 
but 


I stood there. 
ing those awful sounds I was making, 
completely unable to check them. The 
violent emotion that was boiling so hotly 
murder 


my shoulders heaving, 


inside me was no longer rage or 
lust. but anguish and grief over the be- 
trayal of the I'd 
known, the one complete faith I'd ever had 
It was as 


one sincere love ever 


in anybody. except my mother. 
if the whole universe had suddenly crashed 
top of me and 
everything I believed in and cherished. And 
when I felt Rosa’s timid touch upon my 
I shook it off om cried strangled- 


Don’t ever come 


down on me, destroying 


shoulder, 
ly, “Keep away from me! 
near me again as long as you live!” 

It was then the coldness of metal thrust 
against one of my clenched hands with 
such insistence that I grasped it, only then 
realizing it was my gun. 

“Go ahead and kill me, if that’s what 
you want to do.” Rosa whispered brokenly. 

I turned and peered at her through tear- 
blurred eyes and cried, “Why did you do 
You know I never loved anyone 
How in God’s name could you 
to me? Why? Why?” 
Rosa 


it. Rosa? 
but 
do this 

“Rusty 


clutching my arms. 


you! 


listen to me.” wailed, 
I shoved her away with an angry thrust 


and cried, “Don’t touch me, you witch!” 


“Tf you’d only listen.” she sobbed plead- 
ingly. “I could explain- 
She tottered as she spoke. 
fall and instinctively I reached toward her. 
lifted 


and she 


as if about to 


But when she saw the gun in 
hand. her words faltered to a halt. 
looked at me with such mute sorrow ... 
and unspoken forgiveness. that I hurled 
the the floor and stumbled 
blindly from the room and down the stairs, 
And then I started 


where I was 


my 


weapon to 


and out of the house. 
running, not knowing why or 
going. I ran wildly through the night for a 
long time, stumbling and staggering and 
bumping into trees and light poles and 
And then, 
in the gray light of dawn I stopped some- 
where and beat my fists frenziedly against 
a wall, only 
it wasn’t a wall, 


caroming off and running again. 


and then the wall opened, 
it was a door, and framed 
in it was a familiar face which I now hated 
and I struck at it and lunged into the body 
beneath it, swinging wildly until my head 
seemed to explode and darkness closed 
around me. 


GOME ONE with a deep, angry voice was 

speaking. as if far but I 
couldn’t the were 
distorted, as if coming from a poorly tuned 
radio. But the 
came into focus and so did the speaker, and 


from away, 


understand. for words 


gradually blurred words 


it was Pete, and he was saying roughly, 
“Okay, 
want another pail of water poured on you!” 

I shook my head groggily then managed 
to sit up. I was on the floor in the front 
room of Pete’s small apartment and there 


was a lump on the side of my head the 


Rusty, snap out of it unless you 
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size of a turkey egg and it hurt like 
blazes! 

“What—what happened?” I asked be- 
wilderedly. 

“Are you kidding?” Pete demanded, 
scowling down at me from his six-foot-three 
elevation. 

“No,” I said dazedly, cautiously explor- 
ing the knot on my head. “How'd I get 
this?” 

“T gave it to you,” Pete said, his scowl 
deepening. “You came banging and trying 
to knock my door down and when I opened 
it, you jumped me and I slugged you. In- 
cidentally, what ever gave you the idea 
you could take me?” 

As he spoke everything came back to me 
and I jumped up and leaped at Pete and 
he stepped aside and grabbed my shoulder 
and spun me off balance and knocked me 
down so hard I bounced. Then he yanked 
me up and gave me such a hard shove I 
skidded clear across the room and landed 
on a divan so forcefully, my head banged 
against the wall. When I was able to sit 
up, there he was, standing over me, a 
mean gleam in his piggy eyes. 

I glared up at him. “I’m going to kill 
you, Pete,” I whispered. “If it’s the last 
thing I do, I’m going to kill you dead!” 

“You ever try it, it will be the last thing 
you do,” Pete said scornfully. “And an- 
other thing, if you ever lay a hand on Rosa, 
I’m going to kill you!” 

“Why you dirty dog, you’ve got a nerve 
saying that after you stole my wife from 
me!” I shouted, starting to get up. 

Pete put his hand in my face and 
slammed me back. “Listen. you two-bit Ro- 
meo,” he snarled, “you’re the one that’s got 
a nerve to say something like that! Who 
the devil you think you are? You’ve been 
cheating up a breeze on Rosa ever since 
you married her, and you know it! And 
when she can’t stand it any longer and 
turns to somebody else, you blow your top 
and start yapping about killing some- 
body!” 

I stared up at him with sullen hatred. 
“Just the same, I am going to kill some- 
body and it’s going to be you, you lousy 
double-crosser!” 

Pete knotted his big fists and said thick- 
ly, “I oughta beat your simple brains out, 
pretty boy!” 

“Yeah,” I jeered, “so you could have 
Rosa all to yourself!” 

Pete’s eyes flamed and he started to 
tremble all over. I knew he really was on 
the verge of doing it, and ! almost wished 
he would. He’d get the death chamber then, 
and at that moment my own life loomed 
small in exchange for a revenge like that. 

“Well, why don’t you kill me?” I 
taunted. “What’s the matter—you chicken, 
tough guy?” 

“Get out of here,” Pete whispered. “Get 
out of here quick before I tear your head 
off your shoulders!” 

I laid back on the sofa, a taunting smile 
on my face and said softly, “This is Mister 


Peter Burnel, folk, the lad who was sup. 
posed to be my best friend. Why, he was 
even my best man at my wedding! And 
folk, you know how he proved his true. 
blue friendship? Why, by seducing py 
wife! A real lovely character, isn’t he?” — 

Pete whirled away so that his broad back 
was to me and I wished violently that | 
had my automatic so I could fill it with 
bullet holes. Maybe that would drive oy 
of my head the pictures that formed inside 
it every time I looked at him—vivid pic. 
tures of him making love to my wife. | 
tensed to leap up and try to strangle him, 
but he turned around, his face devoid of 
expression, his eyes frozen black discs, 

“Don’t try it, Rusty,” he warned quietly, 
“T don’t give a damn about you, but for 
Rosa’s sake, I’ve got a few things to get 
off my chest. I’m going to start ’way back, 
like when you were a punk kid, you thought 
you were Mr. Wonderful. in person. a real 
gone ladies’ man. Even then you tried to 
make every chick you met. 

“lll tell you something you may not 
know.” he went on, his brooding eyes look- 
ing right through me, “I used to envy you 
because the girls went for you because of 
your looks and the fine drapes your Ma 
was always buying for you and the way you 
always had money in your pocket that she 
gave you. But me, I was so big and clumsy, 
the girls gave me the horse laugh. The 
only one that didn’t make me feel like 
an overgrown ape in those days was Rosa. 
Only back then, she was just a skinny kid 
with big eyes, too plain to interest a hot- 
shot like you. I reckon that’s how come | 
could make some time with her. She and 
I went together all through high school, 
remember? Afterward, you made it into 
the Air Force, but the best I could do was 
be a slogfoot in the Army. But that was 
okay. Because I figured when I got out. 
I'd marry Rosa and we’d be happy to- 
gether, which I still think we would have 
been.” 

Pete paused, his faraway look lost in 
painful memories. He sighed, then said, 
“But you got out of service before I did 
and came home in your flashy fly-boy blues. 
By then Rosa had blossomed into a real 
beauty and you went all out to win her 
and you did. And had the nerve to ask me 
to be your best man at the big church 
wedding your Ma paid for. And I shook 
your hand and wished you and Rosa well, 
but I had a feeling you were going to mess 
up with her like you did with all your 
chicks. 

“You want to know something, Rusty? 
I never showed it, but I was hurt to my 
heart. Maybe you might think a big, rough 
guy like me hasn’t got any feelings, but 
that isn’t so. I used to go around feeling 
like somebody had mashed my heart into 
a pulp. It wasn’t only that I still loved 
Rosa as hard as ever, but that I was scared 
And when you took that beauty 
I knew what was going to 
happen because I knew you! And you 
hadn’t been going out of town on those 


for her. 
products job, 
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selling trips more than a few months when 
[ began to hear talk about the big times 
you was having in first one town and then 
another.” 

Pete stopped. his face twisted into a 
scowl. “Man.” he said chidingly, “didn’t 
you have sense enough to know that in a 
small state like this that people visit back 
and forth from different towns too much 
for a thing like that not to get talked about 
here? Lots of Rosa’s friends heard the 
gossip long ago, but they didn’t mention 
itto her. Like they say. the wife’s the last 
to know. But about six months ago, Rosa 
fnally did run into some of that talk about 
you and your lady friends. She even asked 
me about it and I lied and said there wasn’t 
nothing to it.” 


bets my lip, for what Pete said was true. 
It had been about six months ago when 
Rosa must have started getting suspicious. 
But. I thought. she hadn’t said a word 
about it directly, but had started begging 
me to get a job in our own town. And now 
Iknew why. I glanced up to find Pete star- 
ing at me intently. 

“That part must of registered. didn’t it?” 
he asked grimly. “Rusty. have you got the 
least idea all the hell Rosa has been going 
through ever since then?” 

I didn’t reply, just tucked my head and 
nodded. 

“Well, that’s good.” Pete said dryly. 
“But I'm going to bring you up to date— 
up to yesterday afternoon when Rosa was 
at Stell’s beauty shop and she overheard 
a woman in the next booth gabbing to her 
operator about how she had just visited 
some bigshot dame in Carterstown by the 
name of Edith Grace. who runs a big beau- 
ty school there. And she ran off at the 
mouth about how crazy this Grace dame 
was about her new boy friend—a_ hand- 
some young man who was a beauty goods 
salesman. She into details about 
how this handsome young salesman had 


went 


spent the night with this Grace chick and 
soon and so forth. Well. do you suppose 
Rosa didn’t know who that salesman was?” 

I buried my hands and 
wouldn’t look up, I was so ashamed and 
felt so cheap and guilty. 

“Yeah, you know Rosa dug who it was.” 
Pete said bleakly. “It about killed her, 
too. She called me about the time I got 
home from work and told me the whole 


face in my 


thing. And man, she was about hysterical 
and talked about taking poison. So I went 
tight on over there to keep her from doing 
that. And to make sure. I talked her into 
going for a drive. At first she kind of got 
back to herself. But every once in a while 
she’d break down and bawl. So I drove 
and I drove until past midnight. By then 
I was in some resort town, away down- 
state. So I stopped and we went into a 
place to get something to eat, but she 
couldn’t even eat the sandwich she or- 
dered. So I ordered a couple of drinks 
and the way she swallowed hers down sur- 
prised me at first. I mean, we both know 


she don’t drink much. Well, she insisted 
—and Rusty, I’m not lying—she insisted 
on a couple more cocktails right away. 
And—well. after a while we both had a 
little too much. And I guess I'll leave out 
the rest. Except that what happened be- 
tween us. Rosa wanted it to happen. I 
wasn't thinking very clear at the time. and 
all. man, human. But now [| 
realize that the kid called herself 
hitting back at you.” 

I raised up slowly and Pete and I stared 
at each other for a long time. And I said, 
after a while. “Well. I guess I’ve been the 
biggest fool in the world, Pete. I wish to 
God I'd known that before it was too late.” 

“What do you mean. before it was too 
late?” Pete asked frowningly. “Has Rosa 
run off or something?” 

“I don’t know.” I said bleakly. 


she would want me 


I'm 


poor 


alter 


“But I 
back. 


don’t see how 
Not now.” 
“Well. there’s only one way to find out. 
man,” Pete said quietly. “And about last 
night—if vou aren’t man enough to under- 
stand and to forget 
drown vourself. Because Rosa has got a 


lot more than that to forgive—and_for- 


it. vou ought to go 


on 

“I know.” T said. I shoved up from the 
divan and walked toward the door. “Be 
seeing you around, Pete.” I said. “And 


thanks. man.” 

Pete followed me to the door. fumbling 
jacket. “Wait a sec.” he said. 
“Ive got something for you.” He handed 
“After you leave. | 
want you to read what’s inside. It cost me 
fifteen bucks. I had it in mind to give it 
to vou before you went out on vour last 
trip. but I forgot. Maybe it will do you 
Anyway. I sure 


inside his 


me a long envelope. 


some good. hope so, 
Rusty.” 
he opened his door and said almost gently. 
“Good luck. 

I was surprised that it was still not 
light. for it seemed to me I'd been in Pete’s 
apartment for hours. The cool. damp air 
felt good and I inhaled deeply as I limped 
along the deserted street. Then all that had 
happened in Pete’s place started going 


He gave me a twisted smile as 


” 
man. 


through my mind. especially the things he 
said. And only then did T understand that 
it had all been intended to send me back 
to Rosa, even though under the circum- 
stances. Pete might have easily taken ad- 
vantage of the situation to do just the op- 
posite. and try to win Rosa for himself. 
Which 


else: His love for her was greater thaa mine 


made me understand something 
had ever been. for to him. her happiness 
was more important than his own. 

Lost in such thoughts, I was in front of 
my house before I remembered the envelope 
Pete had given me. It had grown light 
enough for me to read and I went up on the 
front steps and sat down and removed the 
single sheet of paper from the envelope 
and this is what I read: To Mr. Peter M. 
Burnel from Dr. M. G. Adler, Psychiatric 
Consultant. Dear Sir: The behavior pat- 
tern of the unnamed person you described 














Naturally Healthy Normal Hair GROWS from 
the HAIR ROOTS in YOUR SCALP. The condi- 
tion of your hair often depends heavily on the 
natural health of your scalp. Years ago, 
DOCTOR CARNOT invented a medicated tar 
formula called CARBONOEL which is mixed 
with many proven beneficial ingredients. 
CARBONOEL is such a strong, powerful 
antiseptic and does such fine work in helping 
an ITCHY, BUMPY, DANDRUFFY scalp that 
many DOCTORS regard it highly and PRES- 
CRIBE it for many scalp troubles. Many 
annoying externally caused scalp conditions 
are greatly relieved by the use of this Triple 
strength @4ar formula. Write for this DOCTOR’S 
GENUINE SCALP FORMULA now, It will be 
sent to you all mixed and ready to use. USE 
IT FOR 7 DAYS, and if you are not satisfied, 
your money back. Pay only $1.59 on delivery. 
This includes everything. Don’t pay a penny 
more. You get it will full directions. Use the 
finest MEDICATED SCALP FORMULA your 
money can buy. Your hair and scalp deserve 
fine care. Just send your name and address 
to — GOLD MEDAL HAIR PRODUCTS INC, 
Dept. YC-8, Sheepshead Bay, Brooklyn 35, N.Y. 
NOTE:- THIS FORMULA carries a 100% 
written money back guarantee. 
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We specialize in Rhythm and 
Blues, Religious, Popular, and 
Love songs. Send your poems 
for prompt FREE examination 
and details. 

PHONOGRAPH RECORDS MADE 


MUSIC CITY SONGCRAFTERS, Studio TN 
ARCADE BOX 2724, NASHVILLE, TENN. 
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Try a few drops of FLAMING DE. 
SIRE... a little behind your ears... 
a little in your hair...a wee bit 
more in some secret place...it will 
give you that wonderful feeling all 
over. This powerful perfume can 
give you that extra push with a man 
that will make him feel differently 
about you. You will never want to 
be without it. Quantities are limited so order FLAMING 
DESIRE now! When postman delivers, deposit only $2 plus 
postage (3 for $5). If not delighted return and I'll send 
your money right back. VANITY PRODUCTS, Dept. 103-8 


177 McLEAN AVE., YONKERS 5, N. Y. 





7 Shrinks Hemorrhoids 
New Way Without Surgery 


~« Science Finds Healing Substance That 
Relieves Pain—Shrinks Hemorrhoids 

For the first time science has found a 
new healing substance with the astonishing 
ability to shrink hemorrhoids and to relieve 
pain — without surgery. 

In case after case, while gently relieving 
pain, actual reduction (shrinkage) took 
place, 

Most amazing of all — results were so 
thorough that sufferers made astonishing 
statements like “Piles have ceased to be a 
problem!” 

The secret is a new healing substance 
(Bio-Dyne*)—discovery of a world-famous 
research institute, 

This substance is now available in sup- 
pository or ointment form under the name 
Preparation H.* Ask for it at all drug count- 
ers—money back guarantee, *Reg. U.S. Pat. Off. 
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“My Hair Looks Longer!" 


“At last—I have the glamourous, longer-looking hair I’ve always 

anted! With the ultimate in new hair preparations—Long-Aid with 
K-7 for hair and scalp! 

Longer-looking, shinier hair — easy to swirl, curl! Helps relieve 
ittleness, dandruff, itching scalp. Long-Aid with K-7 dresses hair, con- 
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nger! Use Long-Aid for just three days and you’ll start getting results 
1 can see and feel for yourself.” 

Amazing new Long-Aid contains these 3 wonder-working ingredients: 


1. Extra-rich lanolin to relieve dry 
scalp—make hair look longer, 
softer! 

2. Deltyl Prime, that new grease- 
less agent that protects hair 
from moisture! 

3. Miracle K-7 to help relieve 
itching irritation, keep hair 
fresh, clean-smelling! 


SEND COUPON NOW 


for Long-Aid. Actually see 
and feel sensational differ- 
ence in your hair in just 3 
days—or money back and 
you keep Long-Aid as FREE 
gift! Long-Aid Co., Box 2026, 
Memphis, Tenn. 
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rhis coupon guarantees I get my Long-Aid with K-7 by return mail. If I 
get the results you promise all my money will be refunded. 
I enclose $1.00, plus 10c Fed. tax (cash, check or money order). 
Long-Aid pays all postage. 
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is well known and not at all unusual. It jg 
often identified as the Don Juan type. Men 
of this kind are usually handsome and 
often very intelligent. They seem possessed 
of a desire to be irresistible to all women, 
Such men do not develop suddenly into 
Don Juans for a handsome or otherwise 
attractive boy usually attracts the attep. 
tion of girls and women early in life. He jg 
constantly overpraised because of his looks 
and soon develops the belief that he has 
been especially endowed to charm women, 
This attitude is not merely one of conceit. 
but a psychological conviction. But be. 
neath his show of charm and assurance 
there is usually a deeper problem. He js 
often sexually inadequate. His self-love js 
so strong that alone with a woman, he 
cannot lose his awareness of himself. He 
begins to fear he is not the great lover 
that women think him and his fear makes 
him strive even more to conquer every 
woman he meets. 

“Psychiatrist classify the Don Juan 
type as a man, who despite his many love 
conquests, lacks true masculinity. In most 
cases he has suffered too much emotional 
bondage for a mother who, throughout his 
childhood, has smothered him with atten- 
tion and praise. Actually, he seeks his 
mother in all women. but can not find her. 
When these handsome, neurotic young men 
marry. even though they may really love 
their wives, they usually feel the need to 
turn their charm on other women, as usual, 
and often to the point of sexual infidelity. 
Only when such a man realizes why he 
continues to philander can he become a 
normal man. Nor will he find happiness 
until he becomes willing to put the hap- 
piness of his wife before his own.” 

Slowly I tucked the sheet back into the 
envelope. my mind in a welter of chagrined 
thoughts because of the revealing thing 
I'd learned about myself. So that’s what I 
was—a Don Juan! But realizing it sure 
made my feathers droop. Now that I knew 
what ailed me, I could handle it—so no 
more cheating, ever. Because the only 
woman I would want from now on would 
be Rosa, if she gave me a chance to prove 
it. I wanted to unlock the door and go in 
and find out if she would, but somehow, I 
was afraid. I sat there on the top step, my 
head in my hands, trying to find the cour- 
age to make the try. Yet, I feared the result 
so much I couldn’t make myself even move. 

There was a small sound behind me and 
when I glanced around, there was Rosa 
standing in the doorway and when our eyes 
met. she smiled and just at that moment 
the first glow of the morning sun shone 
above the horizon. touching her with a 
golden light. And to me she was the most 
beautiful thing in the world and I knew 
I did truly love her. 

Maybe that, and all else that I was feel- 
ing showed in my face, for Rosa held out 
her arms to me and I knew that never again 
would there be murder in my heart for 
her, but only love, forever, and ever. 


THE END 
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Mickey and 


(Continued from Page 


of the footlight marriage of Mickey and 
Sylvia has been truly phenomenal. Their 


technique is distinctive for its lively, jump- 
ing, rollicking beat. It is an audio act as 
well as a visual one, for the couple moves, 
undulates and gyrates on stage in time with 
their rhythms, a fusion of rockabilly, calyp- 
so and the oriental lilt. 

Since he took Sylvia under his stage wing 
in March, 1955, Mickey has taught her all 
he knows about the guitar, Naturally 
gifted, she plays with the same driving beat 
and rolling rhythm. Their first record, 
Walkin’ In The Rain, was an immediate 
hit on the Groove label. The tune 
written by a Tennessee State Penitentiary 


was 


inmate and also recorded by Johnny Ray. 
Mickey two 
guitars and two voices, both amplified by 
electric devices, burst upon theater 
record audiences as a brand new gimmick 
which blossomed right in the middle of the 
rock ’n’ roll era. Their guitar picking and 
hip-swaying technique also earned them 
guest spots on the Perry Como and Steve 
Allen’s TV shows, the Alcoa Hour, and 
many local, non-network shots in 
cities where they appear. 

Although Mickey and Sylvia are brand 
new as a team, Mickey is an old-timer at 


and Sylvia’s combination of 


and 


guests 


Sylvia 
21) 


But, even though I loved him from the very 
first moment, we didn’t marry until almost 
We had a small private Cath- 
New York and my name 
Joe I like it. I love 
Even though my work keeps 
Joe and 


a year later. 
olic ceremony in 
became Mrs. 
being married. 
me traveling a good bit of the time. 
I still manage to spend a lot of time to- 
Most of the time we travel together. 


Robinson. 


gether. 
Joe’s business with the music 
He flies to meet me when 
a little 
New 


when com- 
pany permits it. 
I’m out of town and when I have 
time between dates, I fly home to 
York.” 


Joe and Sylvia live in a $138-a-month eff- 
ciency apartment across from Central Park. 


The mirrored living room serves as a 
lounging room for the traveling couple 


when they are together and as a rehearsal 
studio for Mickey and Sylvia to rehearse 
their routines. 

Joe now functions as advance man, pub- 
licity man, personal manager and arranger 
for much of the material of Mickey and 
He is head of the Ben-Ghazi Mu- 


their 


Sylvia. 
sic, Inc., which publishes most of 
music. He has an office and a secretary 
and sees that the money end of the syndi- 
handled Joe has also 


songs of his own, such as 


cate is properly. 


written some 
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as directed on label. Colors: Black. Dark Brown, 


waving 


Blond, Auburn 
(in ordering please state color desired) Price: per 
.45 C. (including 
our department store. 
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HAIR SPECIALTY CO. 
Dept. T-8, 112 E. 23rd St., New York 10, N.Y. 
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30. Born in the South, he has been a New 
Yorker since early childhood, 
guitar with house orchestras and top bands 
around the big city. He is divorced now 
and has a three-year-old son, Mickey Jr. 
The senior Mickey is too busy with his pro- 
fessional interests and show business “mar- 
riage” to discuss any outside romances. 

But Sylvia would rather discuss her mar- 
riage than her stage life. She happy 
just talking about Joe. “He was a big, 
strong, quiet guy, just the type I’ve always 
admired. I was kind of between careers, 
you might call it. I had just teamed up 
with Mickey, but nothing yet was happen- 
ing for us. We had no hit 
course. I was 18 years old at the time. you 
know—a little too old for kiddie spots and 
perhaps a little too young for the big time. 
Anyway, Joe filled a big gap in my life. He 
was something to hold onto, 
love and someone to love me. | 
the thing that attracted me the most about 
him were his deep, searching, sexy eyes. 
The way he looked at me made me feel 
that there was always something going on 
in his mind just under the surface that 
never quite came to his lips. It was a fas- 
cination that I just couldn’t resist. In my 
book, that was the beginning of love. 

“By the next Christmas we were engaged. 


playing 


records, of 


someone to 
suppose 


I’m So Glad. which singer Johnny Desmond 
the 
hus- 


attributes much of 


and Sylvia to her 


recorded. Sylvia 
success of Mickey 
hand’s understanding. 
to continue with Mickey 
knew better than I did that when things 
looked the toughest, when I thought we 
weren't going anywhere. I should keep my 
morale up. His foresight kept the act go- 
ing. Joe probably won’t like my saying this, 


He encouraged her 


as a team. “Joe 


but he’s my inspiration as well as my hus- 
band.” 

At this point in their career, the stars of 
Mickey 
higher. 
whirled them into the top bracket of record 
stars as the disc immediately spun toward 


and Sylvia appear to be ascending 


Their new record, Love Is Strange, 


the one million sales mark. 
booked by the 
the hottest rock and roll acts in the busi- 
ness and record for VIK, 
RCA-Victor, which is putting out their first 
With this kind of man- 
agement and national exposure coupled 
with the natural talents of “Little Sylvia” 
and the professional know-how of “old pro” 
Mickey Baker, the bright new entertainers 
can continue going their separate ways in 
love, but their stage marriage is not likely 


THE END 


The couple is 


Gale Agency, which handles 
a subsidiary of 


album this summer. 


to fail. 





WANT 
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Power to make you victorious in all you undertake? 
Power to make people admire you? Power to earn 
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Don’t Mother Your Man 


(Continued from Page 19) 


pened. We sat at the table in my one-room 
place, Kevin seemingly unable to stop com- 
plimenting me on how nice it was, how 
neat and tidy I kept it. I felt so domestic 
and anxious to please as I put on a gay 
apron and bustled around with the dishes 
and pans, getting the food ready. Every- 
thing was great, as far as Kevin was con- 
cerned. Not only the place. but the way I 
cooked, the dishes, everything. 

Sipping coffee, after we’d finished eating, 
we were self-consciously quiet again. Then 
Kevin blurted it out. 

“Would you believe a guy twenty-one 
never had a girl, Jean?” he asked me. 

I don’t think I’ve known such relief be- 
fore or since. I tried to cover it up with 
the light touch. 

“You in the market?” I asked with al- 
most unbelievable lack of subtlety. 

I saw the blush again, spreading fast 
across his cheeks. 

“Let’s have some music and dance.” I 
suggested. I guess I knew then what was 
going to happen—what I wanted to hap- 
pen. I switched on the radio and got a 
station which specialized in after-midnight 
dance music. I turned on one of the soft 
lamps and switched off the other lights. I 
was setting a tender trap and there was no 
sense pretending to myself that I wasn’t. 
I wanted to be held in Kevin’s arms, to be 
close to him, to kiss him again. 

First, we jitterbugged happily. exagger- 
ating the motions and having a hilarious 
time. Then, slow music. That was it. Some 
happy affinity made Kevin and I dance al- 
most poetically together. We fitted each 
other’s moods and movements almost as if 
we'd been meant to be dancing partners. 
Somewhere during that interlude, and I 
don’t remember where. we had stopped try- 
ing to pretend we were dancing. I cried a 
small moan and went really into Kevin’s 
arms. His arms tightened about me and 
we simply stood there, locked in an em- 
brace of complete ecstasy. I was shivering. 
I was burning. I was being kissed and I 
was kissing back in a way I’d never kissed 
back before. It was sweet. It was shame- 
ful. It was wonderful. 

“Kevin. Kevin.” I said wildly in his ear. 
“T love you.” 

We didn’t care. We didn’t care about 
tomorrow or three hours from then. I 
wanted Kevin, he wanted me, and we took 
each other without shame. 


OR ME, the shame came later. It came 

when Kevin told me brokenly that it had 
been his first time. He confessed just like 
a little kid confesses—a little kid who 
doesn’t have to play at being a man any 
more. He had always hoped his first time 
would be like that had been. Only, of 
course, he had believed it couldn’t happen 


like that unless you were married. 

Thinking of the times I’d allowed myself 
to get swept away—maybe five or six times 
before that with other boys, I was ashamed. 
I realized that what had happened had hap. 
pened because I had made it happen. I had 
seduced a boy. The words crowded to my 
lips—the words of confession I wanted to 
say. I couldn’t say them. Kevin evidently 
believed it was the same way with me as it 
had been with him. I wouldn’t be able to 
bear disillusion in those gentle, brown eyes, 
I couldn’t tell him. I had to play the game, 

In the days to come, I was certain I had 
been right to pretend I was as innocent as 
this sweet boy was innocent. Especially 
when Kevin asked me to marry him. We 
hadn’t known each other for two months 
when he proposed. He knew he had noth. 
ing to offer, he said. He knew we were 
both unprepared for marriage financially. 
But he loved me and he couldn’t bear the 
thought of not claiming me for his for life, 
I couldn’t bear the thought either. For 
over, above and beyond the fact that | 
adored Kevin—that his kiss, his embrace 
set me on fire emotionally—I wanted to 
protect him. He was such an innocent, 
wonderful guy. The wrong kind of schem- 
ing, heartless girl could have sent him 
straight to a hell of unhappiness. Even if 
I had deceived him, even if I had been 
sinful and bad. I loved him. That gave me 
a right to say yes to his proposal, I figured. 
That gave me a right to become Mrs. Kevin 
St. Johns. 

Mother. Dad and my two sisters came to 
New York for the simple wedding cere- 
mony. They all loved Kevin immediately. 
He was so sweet to my mother. It made me 
feel a little sad watching how much atten- 
tion he paid her. It made me realize how 
much Kevin missed having a mother of his 
own. She had died when he was five and 
his father had deserted him, leaving him 
with an aunt. I made up my mind all the 
more firmly that I would give my husband 
all the love he had missed all his life. 

We did the most sensible thing about liv- 
ing quarters. Kevin moved his few belong: 
ings into my apartment. Later, I figured, 
we'd get a really fine place but, meanwhile. 
my place would do. It was_ attractive 
enough but rather small for all the big 
ideas which had begun to crowd my brain. 

Foremost among those dreams of mine 
was buying a home, raising a small family 
and owning a nice car. With our combined 
me as a typist and Kevin as 4 
busboy, it would take years to do these 
things. But not the way I had planned it. 
In the first place, I had it all figured out 
that I wasn’t going to be working more 
than a year or so. After that, I’d settle 
down to rear a family. In order for me 
to be able to quit working, Kevin would 
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have to find another line of work—some- 
thing with a future. He was wasting his life 
being a busboy. I had to find some way to 
make my husband step out into the world 
of business—the world where people made 
as much money as their initiative and am- 
bition would allow them to earn. 

It was a few weeks before I could per- 
fect my scheme and meanwhile I said noth- 


ing to Kevin. As far as he knew, I was 
perfectly contented as we were. He was 
such a devoted and good husband. It was 


a thrill to be loved by him—from the caress 
in his eyes when he looked at me to the 
almost frightening intensity of our love- 
making. But romance and attention weren’t 
enough for me. I wanted a great deal more 
out of life and I was going to get it. Or 
at least, Kevin was going to get it for me 
and I was going to show him how. When 
I worked out my scheme, I was thrilled 
at its possibilities. 

One night I sat Kevin down at the din- 
ner table and told him all about it. It 
wasn’t something we were going to do. It 
was something I’d already started. One of 
the insurance companies in Harlem had 
taken out a huge advertisement in a news- 
paper. The ad was full of interesting 
promises about how much money 
and enterprising salesmen could earn— 
working for them. Without saying a word 
to Kevin, I had filled out the application 
blank for an interview, lettering his name 
and telling one or two lies about his prev- 
jous experience. The night I decided to 
let him in on the secret, I had in my apron 
pocket a postal card from the company in- 
viting Kevin to come to see them the fol- 
lowing Saturday for his interview. 

I was enthusiastic about the plan and 
hardly prepared for the troubled look 
which went across Kevin’s face when I had 
outlined it. 

“But. sweetheart,” he protested, “I’ve 
never done any selling and I don’t know 
anything about it. I don’t think it would 
work. Besides, I like my job at the restau- 
rant. Only the other day, the boss was 
telling me he had decided he was going to 
have some colored waiters and I’d be the 
first in line for the first job. I didn’t tell 
you before because I didn’t want you get- 
ting your hcpes up and besides, it would 


young 


have been a great surprise for you if it 
came through.” 

“A great surprise!” 
ly. “Your 
Kevin, why 


I echoed indignant- 
Kevin, 


can’t you wake up and realize 


becoming a_ waiter. 
that you have tremendous possibilities and 
that a waiter’s job is a flunky job. Why, 
with your looks and personality. * 

He flushed with embarrassment and my 
impatience lost its edge. 

“Darling,” 
do it. 


I continued softly. “You can 


Please do it for me.” 
Usually, this entreaty was all I had to 


use and Kevin would jump through hoops 


for me. This time, however, I had to beg, 
plead, storm and do a few other things 


which scheming wives know how to do with 


their husbands in order to get Kevin to see 
it my way. 

I finally won my point somewhere be- 
tween our going to bed and waking up in 
the morning. Kevin promised to go in for 
the interview. I was on pins and needles 
all day and could hardly wait to get home 
to find out how he had made out. I didn’t 
have to wait until I left work, however. 
Kevin phoned me on the job late in the 
afternoon. He sounded anything but 
happy. 

The interviewer 
pany had_ been with him, 
wanted to give him a trial. Although he 


Kevin made no 


at the insurance com- 
impressed 


had pretended to accept. 
bones about the fact that he didn’t want a 
trial. He was worried about the imprac- 
ticality of quitting his present job to take 

chance on something that wasn’t sure. 
At least, that is what he told me. I knew 
that Kevin wasn’t worried about making 
good as a salesman. He just didn’t want 
I had my mind made up. Kevin 
was going to be a salesman. He might not 
but I was willing 


to be one. 


see the value in it now- 
to bet that a few months from then, he 
would be grateful to me for putting my 
foot down. 

I didn’t argue with him over the tele- 
But when I got home, we really had 
I guess it was our first quarrel. 


phone. 
a session. 
It ended up with Kevin’s giving in after I'd 
accused him of not having any ambition 
and threatening to leave him because I 
didn’t intend to go on struggling for the 
rest of my life. I was deaf to my husband’s 
pleas that he couldn’t quit the restaurant, 
that he felt loyal to his boss who had been 
swell to him and that he liked his present 


work. 


THE FOLLOWING Monday morning, 

Kevin started on the insurance job. 
Almost immediately, I could have told him 
“T told you so.” For Kevin was an almost 
overnight sensation in his new position. 
He went through the training period in a 
breeze. Of course. 
prompting from me. 


there was some steady 
I made certain that 
he spent every available minute at home 
brushing up on what he was being taught, 
perfecting the technique of his sales ap- 


proach. I made him pretend I was the 


customer. Kevin was slavishly devoted to 
me and I put him through his paces almost 
as if he were a small boy being taken 
through his home study by a stern mother. 
In fact, it tickled me secretly that he acted 
just like a small, bad boy who didn’t want 
to get his lessons. The first month that 
Kevin was put out in the field with the rest 
of the new salesmen. he hung up the cham- 
pionship record. I was thrilled and proud. 
“See. baby, you’ve definitely got it on 
the ball,” I told him. “I knew you could 
do it.” 

Ill never 
across Kevin’s face. 


forget the look that came 
I thought he should 
Obviously, 


be happy as I was. he wasn’t. 
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You know those rare days when 
everything checks? Air smells good. 
Food tastes terrific. Even the old face 
looks good in the mirror. Today can 
be that kind of day. Just do two 
things. Call your doctor for a thor- 
ough medical checkup for cancer. 
Then write out a check—a nice fat 
one —to the American Cancer 
Society, and send it to “Cancer” in 
care of your local Post Office. 

AMERICAN CANCER SOCIETY 
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He frowned and said. staring at me with 
the queerest expression: 

“T didn’t do it. You did it, 
one who should have gotten 
prize.” 

I was stunned as Kevin turned, went in- 
to the bedroom, got his coat and hat and 
went out the door without a word. I had 
been planning to suggest that we go out 
and celebrate his triumphant work. But I 
was so shaken up at Kevin’s reaction to my 
praise that I couldn’t even open my mouth 
to protest as he walked out of the apart- 
ment. It was the first time since we’d been 
married that Kevin had done a thing like 
that. Still, I didn’t have the insight to 
realize that I was pushing him too far and 
forcing him to do something he didn’t 
want to do. 

It was almost four in the morning when 
Kevin returned. I hadn’t slept a wink and 
was horrified when I saw him stagger in, 
drunk as he could be. 

“Hi. baby.” he saluted me hilariously. 
“Meet the world’s super-salesman.” 

He leered, pointed at me and shouted. 

“You. I mean. baby. Not me. You.” 

Then he fell flat on his face. 

With great difficulty, I got my man un- 
dressed and into bed where he lay mutter- 
ing to himself. I still couldn't 
Something was going wrong with the plan 
but I couldn’t figure out what it was. Why 
should Kevin remain resentful when he was 
starting off on his new job in such a promis- 
ing fashion. The only thing I could figure 
was that his male ego had been hurt be- 
cause he had learned he was wrong about 
not wanting to leave the restaurant. I de- 
cided to ignore his actions of the evening, 
to be as sweet as ever. I was certain things 
would go along well. 


You’re the 
the office 


sleep. 


I was reassured the next morning. I 
awoke to hear Kevin humming merrily as 
he shaved in the bathroom. Usually, I was 
the one who awoke first and prepared the 
breakfast but this morning Kevin came vig- 
orously out of the bathroom and greeted me 
with a hug and kiss. 

“Come on, lazy bones.” he kidded me. 
“T’ve got coffee going. Getting ready to put 
the eggs on.” 

He went into the kitchen. I was amazed. 
Kevin looked as though he had gone to bed 
at eight the night before rather than like 
someone who had been on a tearing drunk. 


Happily, I shrugged by shoulders. I had 
been right. Everything was going to turn 


out fine. 

Things were fine for the next few months. 
Kevin seemed to throw himself, body and 
soul, into his work. He steadily increased 
the number of policies he was writing. His 
earnings began to exceed the money he had 
made at the restaurant. The company 
house organ, a chatty four-page newspaper, 
carried his picture six months after he had 
been hired. “Promising New Ace,” the pic- 
ture was captioned. My husband was on 
his way to success. I began counting the 
months before I’d be able to start working 


on that dream life—a home, a family and 
a new car. 

There was only one thing wrong. And 
it was a major, a hurting thing. Some. 
where, somehow, that magic flame of ex. 
citement which had once burned between 
us when we were making love to each other 
had sputtered and almost died away. Our 
lovemaking had become—with Kevin—al. 
most routine, something which he had 
come to regard as more of an obligation 
than a pleasure. If it had been left to him, 
there would never have been anything more 
than a quick good night kiss. I found that 
I was becoming the one who made ad. 
vances constantly and that the passion | 
offered was met with something almost cold 
and disinterested. 

I brooded about this. It seared me. Kevin 
and I had been so sensational together. so 
young and so thrilled about it all. Here 
we were, married less than a year and he 
was acting like a man who had possessed 
a wife for fifty years. I reasoned that the 
energy he was putting into his work was 
displacing the enthusiasm with which he 
had once made my heart sing and my 
whole being come ecstatically alive. After 
he had made it big in the business, I told 


myself, there would be a return of that old 
feeling. He probably needed to be sure of 
himself. It was worth waiting for and | 


could wait. 

Maybe if the fight with old man Leeds 
hadn’t happened. there wouldn’t have been 
a crisis in Kevin’s business career and our 
marriage. Leeds was assistant district man- 
ager for the insurance company. The few 
times when Kevin talked about office busi- 
I had been able to read between the 
lines and learn that Leeds definitely didn’t 
like my husband; that he regarded-him as a 
young whipper-snapper who ought to be 
held down in his place. The company was 
putting on a high-powered campaign in 
which the salesmen would receive unusual 
bonuses for unsual work. The company 
newspaper announced that, for a month 
prior to the campaign, there would be a 
sales competition. The winner was to be 
awarded prizes and a chance to head up 
one of the campaign teams. The head of 
the team would receive a small override on 
all the business written by the men under 
him. 

“You've got to win, honey,” I told Kevin. 

“Yeah, I know, baby,” he told me. “I 
know I’ve got to win.” 

I almost felt there was sarcasm in the 
way he said it. For a moment, his face had 
worn that same strange expression, I’d 
noticed the night I congratulated him on 
his first month’s record. I shuddered as | 
analyzed the expression as one of near con- 
tempt and dislike. I must be imagining 
things, I told myself. 


ness, 


EVIN PITCHED into his work even 
harder during the month of trial. Half- 
way through the month, he seemed to relax 
a bit. His new business brought in was 
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ahead of any of the other salesmen. There 
was one competitor who had him worried, 
however. A man by the name of Marcy, who 
had always trailed close behind Kevin, was 
practically breathing down his neck with 
even more alarming closeness than ever 
before. 

“If it’s a tossup between me and Marcy, 
| know old Leeds will pull some crooked 
stuff to see that Marcy wins,” Kevin told 
me one night when he was in one of those 
rare, revealing moods. “That old man 
really hates me.” 

Inwardly, I was in a rage that Kevin 
should have to worry about someone being 
unfair when he was trying his best. The 
situation stayed on my mind constantly. I 
was certain that if Kevin lost out this time, 
it would be the end of him. I didn’t think 
he’d be able to stand defeat, especially if 
he figured he’d been dealt from the bottom 
of the deck. I concentrated hard. Was 
there anything I could do about it? How 
could I help my husband. He had to suc- 
ceed. Nothing would be too drastic to 
achieve that purpose. 

I don’t know where the inspiration came 
from. But it seemed to me the natural 
thing to do. Kevin was innocent and un- 
able to cope with rogues. He even looked 
like a person who could be taken advan- 
tage of easily. Someone had to set Leeds 
straight. Someone had to tell him that this 
job, this contest, meant an awful lot to 
Kevin; that he must be given a fair chance. 

I made my decision. I would be that 
someone. One afternoon, at work, I found 
Leeds address from the telephone book. I 
had to act fast. I called home and left a 
message with the people in the apartment 
above us. I told them to tell Kevin that I 
had to do several hours of overtime work 
and not to expect me home for dinner. I 
ate a snack in the neighborhood of my 
office, giving Leeds a chance to get home 
from his office. Then I took a bus to kill 
more time and found myself at Leeds’ home. 

An hour and a half later, I was on my 
way home, feeling pretty satisfied with my- 
self. Mr. Leeds had been nothing like I’d 
expected. He was a crusty old man but he 
had melted toward me when I came 
straight to the point and told him about 
my concern for Kevin. He had assured me 
that he held nothing against Kevin, that the 
contest was strictly on the up and up. He 
had even expressed admiration for me for 
being such a loyal and daring wife. 

How I wished I could tell Kevin he had 
But I didn’t dare 
of course. that he 


nothing to worry about. 
breathe a word. I knew, 
would be furious if he ever learned I had 
interfered in his business. I’d just have to 
sit and wait for him to bring me the happy 
news. I knew he was going to win. 

I hadn’t counted on the deceptiveness, 
the utter cruelty of Leeds. I never dreamed 
that he would violate the confidence I’d 
placed in him. But the following evening 
when Kevin burst in the door, his face con- 
torted in an ugly rage, I knew instinctively 


insurance business. 
it. He had allowed me to take him by the 


what had gone wrong. He pushed me away 
as I went to kiss him. 


“Evening, mother,” Kevin sneered at me. 


Then he cut loose with a passionate out- 
burst which shook me from head to toe. I 
can’t—or perhaps don’t want to—remem- 
mer Kevin’s exact words. 
stored inside him for months. He still loved 
me. But he hated me too. 
the last straw of my suffocating domination 
that day at the office when word had been 


They had been 


He had suffered 


passed around that I had been to see Mr. 


Leeds to plead his cause. Kevin hated the 


He had always hated 


hand and lead him away from his job at the 
restaurant—because he wanted to please 


me. But I hadn’t allowed him to express 


his own manhood. I had applied for the 
job interview in his name instead of talking 
it over with him and trying to persuade him 
I had supervised his study during 

Now I had made a fool and a 


to do it. 
training. 





Alibi 
In time of spring 
And star and clover 
I know I’ve boiled 
The porridge over,— 
Forgot the salt 
For supper bread 
When autumn’s fires 
Were new and red. 


Yes, I forget— 

I know I do.... 
But only cause 

I dream of you. 


—Gladys Martin 





laughing stock of him before all his co- 
workers. 

“Let’s get one thing straight,” Kevin told 
“T’]l work and slave for 
You’re going to 


me with finality. 
you—the way you want. 
have it almost all the way you want. But 
here’s what I want. Stay out of my business 
from now on and [’ll stay out of your way 
—meaning you can have our bedroom all to 
your very own. Since you want to be my 
mother instead of my wife, I think it would 
be rather indecent for us to share a bed- 
room.” 

None of my hysterical pleading, crying 
and protests that all I had done I had done 
because I loved hini moved Kevin. That 
night, as I sobbed myself to sleep, he slept 
That’s the 
way things continued between us. Kevin 
was friendly but restrained. He kissed me 
lightly on the cheek when he left for work 
and when he came home. He told me 
I was almost 


on the couch in the living room. 


nothing about his business. 


insane with longing. How could I win him 
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back? How could I go on with things this 
way? 

A month after our quarrel, Kevin came 
smiled happily at me and tossed me 
the company newspaper. He had won the 
coveted first place prize. He was in line for 
a promotion as well as one of the choice 
positions of leadership in the coming com. 
pany campaign. 

“Oh, Kevin, that’s wonderful,” I cried. 
running to kiss him. Maybe now. 


home, 


every- 
thing would be straight between us. Maybe 
Kevin would forgive me. Then we could 
go on, happy as before only I’d never med- 
dle in his business again. My husband was 
going to be a successful businessman and 
we were going to be happy together. 
Suddenly, realization flashed across my 
mind. I wasn’t happy for his success for 
his sake. I was happy for Kevin’s triumph 
for my own sake. Everything I had done, 
since we married, had been to try to make 
things easier for me. to lay out a bed of 
roses on which I could lie. Kevin had been 
right when he had sounded off angrily at 
I had been selfish. domineering and 
ignorant. I had denied him the one thing 
most important to a man—his manliness, 
Now, forgetting all my selfishness, I had 
begun once more planning the future. fig- 


me, 


uring Kevin could go on and on sacrificing 
How long could it last this way? 
How long would he be able to stand being 
mothered instead of loved by a warm. trust- 
ing wife who had confidence in him. 

“Kevin, darling,” I said softly. “When 
are you going to quit?” 

He stared at me as if he couldn’t believe 
his ears. 


for me. 


I rushed my words for fear my instinctive 
selfishness might make me back down. 

“Pll never interfere in your decisions 
again, I explained. “But T was just 
thinking that maybe you ought to take the 
we have in the bank and go into 
a business really your own—like the restau- 
business. Even if it’s only a small 


dear.” 
money 


rant 
place.” 

I knew immediately I had done the right 
thing—not only as a matter of principle— 
but also to make my man happy. I saw 
tears come streaming down his face as we 
fled into each other’s arms. 

If you ever visit the Village, you might 
just happen into a humble but busy ham- 
burger place about as big as a hallway. It’s 
named Kevin’s Korner. It’s not the world’s 


most lucrative business and the profits 
made there will have to mount for a long 


time before they'll take care of a home and 


acar. But they’re enough —along with my 
salary—to provide a decent living—for a 


certain sweet guy and a ravishing youngs- 
But it you 
do stop by, don’t ask me anything about 


ter named Kevin, Jr., and me. 
the business—should I happen to be in 
Kevin is the boss 
of that business. He’s my boss, too. Frank- 


ly, that’s the way I like it. THE END 


there at the moment. 
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We Couldn’t Hide Our Love 


(Continued from Page 39) 


I was only looking for her father. How was 
Ito know that nobody was home but her? 
Had she caught me staring at her beauti- 
ful figure? The thought set my mind to 
whirling. God, what if she’d tell? No. She 
couldn’t do that. After all, she just hap- 
pened to be standing there when I came 
around the barn. Nobody could make a 
case out of that. Or could they? They did 
in North Carolina, didn’t they? An old 
Negro man just looked at a white girl and 
he was thrown into jail. 

I didn’t want any more conversation with 
Barbara, but she still held me on the hook. 

“You don’t talk as much as you used to,” 
Barbara taunted me. “I asked you a ques- 
tion two or three minutes ago and you stand 
there like you’re tongue-tied.” She spoke 


: with a musical sort of Southern drawl. “I 


asked you: would you really leave without 
so much as saying hello to me, Bill Davis?” 

“T didn’t see you,” I said. embarrassed. 

“You’re lying,” she said. “I saw you 
looking.” 

There seemed to be a look of triumph 
in her eyes as she said it. The very words 
I didn’t want to hear. 

“Oh, no, Miss Barbara,” I said quickly. 
“I was doing no such thing.” 

“You sound like you’re afraid of some- 
thing, Bill. What is it?” 

I really didn’t know what to say. Could 
I admit why I was afraid? No that would 
only get me into hotter water if something 
did happen. For some reason I still don’t 
understand, I decided to try bravery. 

“Afraid? There’s nothing to be afraid 
of. I just didn’t see you. And you shouldn’t 
say the things you said—that’s all.” 

“And why, Bill Davis, shouldn’t I say 
what I said?” 

“Because,” I said, “you might say it to 
someone else. They might not understand. 
You know what happened once and you 
know how your mother raised cain.” 

I didn’t get to finish. Barbara dropped 
the reins and started toward me. eagerly, in 
swift little steps. Bewildered. I began back- 
ing up until, after a moment, I knew by the 
joy on her face that I have no need fear 
her. But. why was she so happy? 

“Bill,” she said as she came near me, 
‘Tm so glad you remembered. It’s been a 
long time and I thought you’d forgotten 
years ago. I haven’t been alone with you 
since... you know, since our parents 
whipped us for stripping behind the barn. 
And now we’re big enough to be parents 
ourselves—” she stared at me in wonder- 
ment. “All these years . . . all these years 
Pve dreamed of you, Bill Davis! 

“What are you trying to do, Miss Bar- 
bara—?” 

She frowned as she interrupted me: 

“Aw, Bill, will you please stop calling 
me ‘Miss Barbara.’ I’m Barbara Cummings. 


Just plain Barbara. Understand?” 

“Well—if you say so. Anyway, are you 
trying to get me into trouble. I just came 
over to borrow a—” 

“Oh, Bill. I can’t blame you for the way 
you feel. I’m not so old, but I understand 
how white people are supposed to feel 
about Negroes here. I’m not like that. ’'m 
nothing like that.” 

She moved so close to me I could smell] 
the sweet perfume on her. I could count the 
little freckles on her pert. pretty nose. And 
as she spoke again, cold chills ran up and 
down my spine: 

“T love you. Bill. I’ve loved you all my 
life. I never thought I’d get a chance to 
tell you.” 

I felt like somebody who was out of this 
world. And I wanted to stay out. I feared 
what might happen if I ever came back to 
earth. 

Yet there I was. And there was Barbara 
Cummings. If I didn’t believe it. all I had 
to do was reach out six inches and touch 
her. I wasn’t going to do that, if I could 
help it. But I did ask a question: 

“Miss Barbara ... Barbara... I don’t 
want to say anything foolish. But did I hear 
you say that you . . . you love me?” 

“T said it. Bill. And I'll say it again, if 
you want me to.” 

“But how could you be in love with me? 
You’re white and I’m colored. People like 
us just don’t fall in love in Arkansas.” 

“Why shouldn’t they?” she asked. 

“Because it’s against the law.” I told her. 

“That’s what they teach us. you and me, 
in high school, Bill. Still that isn’t the law. 
The law forbids white and colored to marry. 
But the law can’t regulate what you feel in 
your heart.” 

I was still trying to figure this out. Both 
of us were seniors in high school. I was 
19 and she was probably 17 or 18. We 
hadn’t been alone since we were little chil- 
dren. Yet Barbara was standing there, 
talking about love as if we were old sweet- 
hearts. 

I admitted that perhaps her interpreta- 
tion of the law was accurate. but, I asked: 
“What good is loving somebody you can’t 
If anyone ever heard—-just 
that you love me, I’d prob- 


ever have? 
heard, Barbara 
ably get killed.” 

“They'd have to kill me. too, Bill.” 

As she said it. she moved in close. Her 
arms stole around my neck and her lips 
brushed mine. Then we were but one... . 
as the hot fire of emotion welded our lips 
and bodies. It was at once heaven and hell 
and jail. and I knew that if I were to get 
away at all, I had to escape now—or do 
something I couldn’t help. 


| OW I GOT the strength to leave. I don’t 


know. All I know is, I suddenly found 


myself walking, half-way home. As the full 
realization of what had happened began to 
strike me hard, I hurried on, jogging at 
first, then trotting, then almost sprinting. 

I was dog-tired when I got back to Dad 
and the wagon. I must have looked pretty 
silly to him. He just stood there for a 
while. After I didn’t explain what had 
happened, he spat one word at me? 

“Well?” 

“Nobody was home,” I lied. 

“What kept you so long then?” he asked. 

“Was I gone long?” 

“Too long just to find out nobody was 
home.” he said. 

For sometime I had wanted to quit high 
school, go to Little Rock and get a job. I 
didn’t feel like I was making any progress 
at our country school, and I wasn’t making 
any money helping Dad with the farm and 
doing odd jobs for Mr. Cummings and 
other white farmers. I had to get enough 
money so I could do something to improve 
myself. What I really wanted to do was go 
North, learn auto mechanics, and eventual- 
ly set up a business. 

But I had kept on putting it off. Neither 
Mom nor Dad wanted me to go. As their 
only child, I didn’t want to break their 
hearts, and, the truth was, they needed me 
on the farm. 

Now, though, I just had to go. If I stayed 
around, Barbara and I were certain to get 
caught. If I didn’t go over to her father’s 
place, she’d come over to mine. Somebody 
would see us. and there would be all hell 
to pay. Maybe even Mom and Dad would 
get messed up in it. I couldn’t let that 
happen. 

That very night I announced my decision. 
As I expected, Mom and Dad put up a 
big argument. Dad, a big, strapping man 
with an acid tongue, was more angry than 
anything else. All he could see was that 
I was leaving him short-handed. All my 
arguments about the money I’d send home, 
about how he could get a sharecropper to 
help him. didn’t make a dent in his case 
against me. And poor Mom! She pleaded. 
She cried until I thought her frail little 
body was going to shake apart. 

She thought I was too young to go to a 
big place like Little Rock. She knew that 
once I left home. I’d forget to go to church 
on Sundays and pray every day, as I had 
been taught. And if I got as far away as 
Little Rock, who knew but that I wouldn’t 
keep on going. Mom said she couldn’t bear 
the idea of never seeing me again. 

“You'll see me often,” I promised. “I'll 
come home for the first holiday. You know 
I couldn’t stay away from you, Mom.” 

It was Dad who finally gave me an out. 

The three of us had been discussing my 
desire to leave for more than an hour. I 
had listened with a mixture of fear, anxiety, 
and heavy heart as they tried to show me 
why I should stay. My parents alternated 
pleas and threats, warnings and intimida- 
tions. But I knew I just couldn’t afford to 
change my mind. I didn’t. 

When Dad realized that I wouldn't 
change my mind, he suddenly seemed to 
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get fed up with begging me himself and 
eeing Mom torture herself in an effort to 

keep me home. He settled the whole thing 
hen he told Mom: 

“Aw, let him go, Adelle. He’s got Little 
Rock on his mind. Nothing we can say or 
lo will change it. He’s nineteen. But may- 
be after he’s had his fill of scuffling in 
Little Rock, he'll be glad to come crawling 
back here.” 

[ wondered what he would have said if I 

id told him the real reason why I was go- 

to Little Rock. But I didn’t tell him. 
[ said goodnight, went to my room, and 
irted getting my things ready for the trip. 


In the morning, I said goodbye. Dad 
inted something, shook hands. Mom 


ed and planted a kiss on my cheek. I 

s a big boy, but a couple of tears trickled 

down my face as I left for town, where I’d 
h a bus to Little Rock. 


"THINGS 
Rock. 
[ was new and awed by the city. But I 
1 pretty good idea of how I should get 
gs done. Which, of course, didn’t take 
great brain. 
was obvious that I needed a job and 
place to live. 


DIDN’T go badly in Little 


got the place first. I made several in- 
at real estate offices but I got my 
t lead from a newspaper ad. I followed 
the lead and landed at a big, two-story 
house, neatly painted. which be- 
ed to a Mrs. Patterson. She wanted 
$15 a week for room and board; I paid her 
two weeks in advance and, apparently, 
d her everlasting friendship. 
10W now that I was very lucky to land 
rs. Patterson’s. 


I} 

M 

She was a plump, round-faced woman 

ho laughed easily. She was the kind who 

ed to look out for everybody else. In 

e. she was a fortune found. 

gave me a good, big and airy front 

on the second floor. She made me 

it home, and had me sit down and 

all about myself and my family. 

\nd when I was through, she told me where 

id get a job—at a big filling station 
one of her nephews worked. 

that’s my nephew,” she explained, 

iving for New York. He’s got a pretty 

job. Makes $45 a week, changing 

washing cars, selling gas, doing odd 

ll have him put in a good word for 


He’s leaving this weekend. Next 
Monday, you ought to have a job.” 
[ expressed my thanks. 
Everything worked out just like she said 


it would. Jim quit and I got his job, at the 


lary the station manager was pay- 


That was another one of Mrs. 
Patt n’s good deeds. 
[ should say hers and Jim’s. For Jim 


had e over to the house one night to 

Everybody was home then. We 

id supper and all of us sat in the living 

room. Mrs. Patterson, her husband, who 
as a caretaker on a Little Rock 
nd two other roomers. 


Mrs. Patterson told everybody of her 
great plans for me. And she sprung this 
deal on Jim, about him going to the boss 
and making a pitch for me. Jim. a nice guy 
only a couple years older than I was, fell 
in readily with the plan. It was Jim who 
made an important suggestion: 

“T think Bill should go down with me 
tomorrow. He won’t get paid. but he can 
work with me the rest of the week; I'll 
show him the ropes, and next week he’ll be 
ready to roll. Otherwise, he'll be green.” 

Mrs. Patterson beamed at Jim, then 
turned to me. 

“What do you think of the idea, Bill?” 
she asked. 

“T think it’s great.” 

“Fine.” Mrs. Patterson said. 
all settled.” 

The next day was Wednesday. I went 
down to the station with Jim, met the boss, 
who approved the idea of my taking over 
the job; and went to work. Jim was a good 
egg. He showed me all he knew about the 
job. He corrected me when I goofed up. 
He kept on praising me to the boss, a thin, 
short-spoken man named Quillings. I re- 
member that once after Jim put in a good 
word for me, Quillings asked him: 

“Jim, do you really think this country 
boy will do?” 

“I’m sure of it, Mr. Quillings.” Jim said. 

“Okay,” Quillings said. “Okay. We'll 
find out quick enough.” 

When we were out of earshot, Jim said: 

“Don’t let his attitude bother you. He’s 
gruff, but he isn’t bad to work for.” 

I was glad Jim said that, because I 
wasn’t sure how I should take Quillings. 

Of course, I soon learned that Jim was 
right about Quillings too. And I got on 
well with him. 

After I’d been there three months, I got 
a raise. I got a nice bonus at Christmas, 
and another raise after I’d been on the job 
six months. 

Best of all, I felt that I was learning 
something that would help me make a fu- 
ture in life. In my spare time, I helped the 
mechanics in Quillings’ garage. which was 
a part of the layout. They took a liking to 
me and gave me many tips. 

I stayed pretty busy. I had a little fun, 
but mostly in the first year on the job, I 
did little besides work at Quillings’ place 
and read. I bought some books on auto me- 
chanics and I studied hard. 

I knew that it was unlikely that I'd ever 
become a mechanic for Quillings, but I 
wanted to learn all I could so I could hold 
a good job when I went North. 

It was my ambition that trapped me. 

One day Quillings called me into his 
office and explained that he was working 
on a big deal. Said he’d bought a combina- 
tion motel, gas station and restaurant out 
on the main highway about 40 miles from 
Little Rock. 

He quickly pointed out that the new 
place was only about 15 miles from my 
home. He said I could live on the place 

and he’d pay me $75 a week if I'd do the 


“Then it’s 


same job I was doing for him there, plus 
being maintenance man at the new spot. 

That money sounded big to me. I really 
didn’t want to leave Little Rock. But pull. 
ing in $75 a week meant that I could tuck 
a good bit of bread away every seven days, 
Another year, I figured, and I’d be set to 
kiss Arkansas goodbye. 


HADN’T been on the job a week when 

I realized that I was going to have 
trouble. The devil couldn’t have arranged 
things any worse. 

The man who managed Quillings Motel 
and Restaurant was named Jack Redmond, 
He had been quite a football hero over at 
the white high school in my county. He 
had put in two years at the white state 
university, but a knee injury ended his 
career on the gridiron, so he quit school, 
He told me all that himself. 

He didn’t tell me that he was sweet ona 
girl named Barbara Cummings, nor that 
she would be driving over to see him sey- 
eral times a week. 

The first I knew about that was when | 
looked up from a tire repair job one day 
to see her get out of a snazzy little con- 
vertible. She hadn’t seen me and didn’t 
until after she had said something to Jack. 
He called me. She turned and almost let 
on that she knew me. I got up and walked 
slowly over to where they stood. Redmond 
spoke: 

“Bill, I have a special job for you. For- 
get the tire for right now. See how much 
sparkle you can put on this car, and fast, 
too, boy.” 

I said I'd do the job. 

As I climbed into Barbara’s car, prepar- 
ing to drive it inside the wash rack, I won- 
dered what sort of trouble I would get into 
now. I had a feeling that Barbara wouldn't 
let me alone. Fact is, I knew it. Because 
she kept looking at me over her shoulder 
as she and Redmond walked toward the 
restaurant. Redmond _ himself turned 
around then asked her, “What do you see?” 

“Oh, nothing.” I heard her say. “Just 
looking at my white walls. They’re awfully 
dirty.” 

“Bill will clean them up for you,” Red- 
mond said. “He’s a good boy.” 

For a moment I wondered just what he'd 
say if he knew his girl had kissed me once. 
But I just wondered. I wasn’t that kind of 
fool. 

I wasn’t smart either, though. If I had 
been, I would have quit the job and cleared 
out of Arkansas right then. But I didn’t 
want to lose the money I was making. I 
kept telling myself that Barbara surely 
wouldn’t do anything if I stayed in the 
open and around people. Give me a few 
more months and I’d be able to clear out. 

Things worked out okay for awhile. Bar- 
bara drove over often. She never said any- 
thing to me, but almost every time she 
came, I had to do something to her car. 
It got so I finally decided she wasn’t com- 
ing over to see Redmond so much as she 
was to tantalize me. 
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It sounded like a foolish conclusion, be- 
ing that we never talked, but what else 
could I think? Redmond was always busy 
during the day. He didn’t spend much time 
with her. Fact is, most of the time she had 
to sit in the restaurant alone while Red- 
mond worked and I did whatever was nec- 
essary to her car. 

Barbara was playing a smart game. I 
guess she knew that if she had so much 
as said a word to me in front of anybody, 
I would have quit the job. That’s how 
scared I was of trouble. 

But by just letting me see her, having 
me work on her car, she kept me thinking 
about her. And the more I kept thinking 
about her, the more the loveliness of her 
stirred crazy thoughts in me. 

I didn’t really believe she’d ever be any- 
thing to me. I know, for sure, that it 
wouldn’t be in Arkansas. Yet, there isn’t 
any law against dreaming. 

Sometimes at night, in my bunk, I’d lay 
in the dark, thinking about her. I’d close 
my eyes and conjure up a cozy spot where 
we'd be parked in her convertible. She was 
my girl. I was her fellow. We were in love 
and it didn’t matter that our kind of love 
was taboo. We made the most of it. And 
when we parted, in these foolish wide- 
awake dreams of mine, it was always with a 
promise that we would meet again the next 
night. 

The mind is a funny thing. When it’s 
ticking right, you can be the greatest per- 
son in the world, to yourself and to every- 
body else. But it can foul you up, too. 

Now mine was fouling me up, but good. 
I was stuck with thoughts of Barbara. It 
got so I began anticipating her coming. I 
got pleasure out of cleaning her car. When 
I sat in the seat where she had been sitting, 
I got mousey little feelings as I thought of 
the dreams I’d indulged in. 

I realized that I was in love. 

And what a crazy, mixed-up love this 
was. I was in love with a girl I had been 
alone with only twice in my life, once when 
I was a mere kid. I was in love with a 
girl I couldn’t even walk down a street with 
unless I wanted to put my head in a noose. 
I was in love with a girl I’d better not even 
speak to without tacking on a respectful 
“Miss.” 

Even more unbelievable though, I guess, 
was the fact that she was in love with me. 

What could all this bring me, except 
misery ? 

I didn’t want to face a fact, but I had to: 
the only thing for me to do was quit the 
job while I still had time. That would be 
best in the long run. It might, I thought, 
even save my life. 

On a Tuesday, I made up my mind about 
quitting. I decided I’d work out the week, 
through Saturday, that is, then leave. 

I knew Redmond wouldn’t like my giving 
him only four days’ notice, but I couldn’t 
help that. 

He put up a squawk. But when I told 
him I would help him look for a good boy 
to take my place, he relented. 
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Today, gorgeous new hair color is 
fashion ...and today, you can look 
in your mirror and see the same 
glowing, lustrous color chosen by 
models like this famous beauty here! 
Yes, with Godefroy’s Larieuse Hair 
Coloring, you can give your hair 
exquisite new color, long-lasting, 
natural-looking color...easy as 
1-2-3! 

Remember—Godefroy’s Larieuse Hair 
Coloring is the famous, dependable 
brand in the red box, known and 
approved for more than 50 years. 
Get it at your favorite cosmetic 
counter—today—and see your hair 
lovely as fashion means it to be! 
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3. After color has de- 
veloped, shampoo hair 
again and set in your 
favorite style. 


2. Apply Godefroy’s 
Larieuse with handy 
applicator included in 
package. 


J. Shampoo hair thor- 
oughly. As it dries, mix 
Godefroy's Larieuse 
as directed. 
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found a boy for him, too. 


The next day, 


ednesday. 


Thursday came and went. Then Friday. 
Saturday. 
! figured I had it made. 


An 


10iIng. 


) 


| 
t 


r 


d I almost did. A flat tire was my 


ESS IT must have been about three 
clock Saturday when Redmond called 
ind instructed me to go out on a call. 


said a 


old highway with a flat tire. 


ne 


“customer” was stranded out 


He 


ribed the spot to me and told me to 
on out with the jeep. As I left, he 


su should be able to finish the job 
et back inside an hour.” 
lmond was shading the time pretty 


knew that as soon as I left the 


It'd take me at least 20 minutes to 
ut to the spot he’d described. maybe 
minutes to do the job, and 20 to get 
Oh, well . . . we were pretty busy. 
red 
extra time. 
spot Redmond had described to me 


intersection. 


he 


just didn’t want me goofing 


When I was about a 


from the intersection, I saw a 


standing by the highway waving. 
drew closer, I recognized the woman 
heart skipped a beat. 


wasn’t scared. 


the 


no 


I 


first flush of surprise. I be- 


ry. Somehow or other, she had 


ic 


[ pulled the jeep to a stop on the 


of the road beside Barbara. she 


up and said: “Hi, Bill.” 


i, “Where’s your car?” 
there, back off the road,” she said, 
to an area hidden from the high- 


trees, 


be 


here to fix a flat. 


s where it is. 


a strange place for a car to be,” 


Vr. Bill,” she said, teasing me, 
And your boss sent 
I’ve got a flat. 
come prepared to work or to 


I said. 
then, Mr. Bill. Come along with 


just down the road a piece.” 
| the way walking, and I pulled 
ip behind her and followed into an 


dden lane. 


i 


Soon we were out of 
ie highway. 


up behind her car, jumped out 


ep and asked: 


1 tire is it?” 


ght one, on the front.” 


around to make an inspection. 
as flat all right. 
?” T asked. 


spare 


he said, “in the rear trunk com- 


I'll get this fixed in no time.” 
et of keys out of the ignition 
nt around to the rear of the car, 
compartment and started work. 


had the spare loose when I told 


Barbara: “The boss didn’t tell 
were the customer.” 

“You wouldn’t have come if he had told 
you, would you?” 

“T sure wouldn’t have,” I told her. 

I tried to play it cool. I worked fever- 
ishly, getting the spare out, jacking up the 
car, unscrewing the nuts that held the flat 
tire on. I was doing real well when Bar- 
bara said: 

“Bill, there’s nothing wrong with the tire 
except that I let all the air out of it!” 

That got me. She was playing me for 
a complete sucker. Redmond 
guessed. I could lose my life because a 
dizzy— 

“Look, Barbara,” I said sternly, forget- 
ting all of that race stuff, “what are you 
trying to pull?” 

“Bill—we don’t have much time. Re- 
member, I told you that I loved you. I’ve 
never stopped loving you all this time. It 
may sound foolish. It may be foolish. But 
I’ve loved you ever since I could remem- 
ber. Why do you think I come around the 
No 


me you 


Suppose 


business so much? To see Redmond? 
—to see you, Bill.” 

“So.” I said. “you see me there. Why 
call me way out here?” 

“Because. Bill. I’ve got it all worked out 
so we can get away and...” 

“Go away?” 

“Yes—go away and get married. That is, 
if you'll marry me 

“Barbara, you must be crazy! Why we’ve 
never—” 

“But don’t you love me. Bill? Tell the 
truth, now. Don’t you love me?” 

“Yes, but—” 

I'd answered before I realized it. 

“Well, Bill, that’s all that matters. We 
can go to Chicago. get married. and live 
happily ever after.” 

I’ve heard of women who took over men 
and dominated them. But I’d never heard 
of a deal like this. 

“Just say, Barbara, that you and I did go 
to Chicago and got married. Do you real- 
ize that you’d never be able to come back 
home?” 

“IT know that, Bill.” “T’ve 
thought it all out. And if it’s a choice be- 
tween being happy with you and being mis- 
erable without you—well, you should be 
able to figure that out.” 

“It wouldn’t be easy.” I said. 

“So.” she said, standing there close to 
You think it’s been easy 


she said. 


me, “what is? 

all these years—loving you and not being 
able to even let on most of the time?” 
“IT guess not,” I said. 

“But,” she went wit 

; : 

tough. I hear you’re a real good mechanic. 

Jack says it’s too bad you’re not a white 


on, won't be too 


boy. Says he could do a lot for you if you 
were. Well, I say this: in Chicago, you 
can get a break—for the both of us.” 

I was dressed in a pair of overalls and 
they were pretty dirty. Barbara had on a 
pretty little frock, sleeveless, with shoulder 
straps, cut sorta low. Her hair was a kind 
of tan and it hung long on her shoulders; 


it framed her pretty face; it made her al] 
the more alluring. 

When I'd replaced the flat, I got a chance 
to take in all of her breath-taking beauty, 
She was beautiful. I don’t think I even 
thought about her being a white girl now 
... She was a girl, a woman, she was 
beautiful, and she loved me. 

The grimy overalls didn’t matter. She 
loved me. She'd rigged this date. And she 
wanted me. 

What Barbara wanted, she got. As ] 
stood, leaning slightly on the right front 
fender of her convertible, she moved in 
close to me, offering her lips. For a see. 
ond. involuntarily, I froze, then my arms 
closed about her body, almost like eager 
vises, and I crushed her to me. I felt her 
heart beating wildly. My own heart 
matched hers, beat for beat. The touch of 
her lips on mine set my soul on fire—her 
kiss was magic, as if she had poured in 
all the hope and love and desire and long. 
ing of her life. Could mine be any less? 


W "E STOOD embraced for ages. while a 

gentle wind rustled through the tree- 
tops. Off somewhere in the distance. a little 
bird chirped. If heaven was any better than 
this, I didn’t want to go there. 
to stay right where I was. Right there 
where even at noon on the sunniest day, 
the trees provided a kind of twilight, 
where— 

Thunder struck, wrecking the moment. 

Thunder was a man’s voice, and it said: 

“Vell, Pll be damned!” 

Automatically, I released Barbara and 
whirled to see who was talking. 

It was Jack Redmond. He had brought 
another man: the deputy sheriff. 

I knew the jig was up for me. This was 
something I'd known all along was going 
to happen. It was no surprise. I just felt 
empty inside. Like there was nothing left, 
anywhere. I was ready for whatever Red- 
mond and the deputy had cooked up. 

It was Barbara who spoke next. She 
turned to Redmond and asked, “How did 
you know?” 

“You must think I’m a fool,” he snarled 
at her. “You think I couldn’t see how you 
were eyeballing this boy every time you 
came to the station. You think I didn't 
recognize your voice when you called in 
today? When you called, I remembered a 
story I’d heard your father tell, about how 
you and this boy were caught together 
when you were kids. I put two and two 


” 


I wanted 


together 

“Well now that you know,” Barbara said. 
“what’re you going to do?” 

“Your black boyfriend knows,” the 
deputy cracked. “Why don’t you ask him?” 

I was still standing within three feet 
of Barbara. Redmond and the deputy stood 
to my right, about 10 feet away. 

Barbara turned toward me, horror show- 
ing in her eyes. Then she screamed. 

“No—not that!” 
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“Not what?” the ruddy-faced deputy 
asked. 

Then he caught on. 

“Well.” he said slowly, rubbing his chin 
with a rough hand. “I guess that is what he 
deserves. But his blood won’t be on my 
hands. I’m going to take him in. Some- 
body else can say what happens to him.” 

“I got a better idea,” Redmond told the 
deputy. 

“Yeah?” 

“Yeah. Instead of locking him up.” Red- 
mond said, “‘let’s take him over to old man 
Cummings place and see what he thinks 
we should do with a Negro who’s been 
making love to his daughter.” 

“Yeah,” the deputy said. “Sounds okay 
to me. Only thing: I’d like to get the 
sheriff in on this. too.” 

“Sure,” Redmond said. “We'll call him. 
He can meet us at Cummings’.” 

Up to this point. Redmond hadn't paid 
much attention to me. But now. he came 
over, shoved his face into mine. and spat 
right in my eye. Then he turned to Barbara 
with a wicked glare. “How do you like 
that? I spit in his eye and he doesn’t even 
fight back. How can you let a gutless nig- 
ger kiss you. Barbara?” 

Barbara sobbed quietly. She said noth- 
ing. 

Redmond spit again. 

Barbara looked up and told Redmond in 
a cold voice that set courage to my spine: 
“Jack, you’re going to be sorry before this 
thing is finished.” 

“IT am, am I?” he sneered. 

Then he knocked me out with a right to 
the jaw. 


I came to in a barn on the Cummings’ 
place. I was first conscious of the water 
Redmond was throwing in my face. Then 
I felt the pain in my jaw. I thought it was 
broken. That Redmond sure packed a 
wallop. 

Then I opened my eyes. The place was 
dimly lit. It was a little clearing in the 
barn where Cummings kept some of his 
horses and wagons. A horse whinnied 
nearby as I sat up to face the hostile court 
which was to decide my fate. Strangely I 
wasn’t conscious of fear; I was too numb 
inside to feel anything. 

This was a weird group I faced from my 
sitting position. They stood around me in 
a semi-circle. Old man Cummings. The 
sheriff, a big. potbellied man who had a 
gun strapped around his waist. Redmond. 
The deputy. And Barbara. 

Redmond spoke. 

“Well, Mr. Cummings... as I 
saying: this is one helluva mess—” 

“Sure is,” the old man said. He seemed 
crushed by the whole thing. “I never 
thought I'd stand disgraced this way by my 
own daughter. It'll probably kill—” 

Just then Mrs. Cummings walked up. 
She was a statuesque woman, and she car- 
ried her age well. 

“What wrong. Pa?” she asked. 

Cummings turned from the group quick- 


was 


ly and tried to steer his wife away from 
the scene. “Doesn’t concern you,” he said. 
“Pll tell you all about it later.” 

“Oh, fiddlesticks.”” Mrs. Cummings said. 
“What’s going on?” Then she spied me. 
“What’s that Davis boy doing here?” She 
turned toward Barbara. And she guessed 
what it was all about. Cummings con- 
firmed her suspicions. 

“Yeah. Deputy sheriff here caught Bar- 
bara making love in the woods with this 
boy.” 

Mrs. Cummings grabbed at her chest, 
swayed a moment as if about to faint. But 
then mounting anger straightened her up. 

“What are you men going to do about 
it?” she asked. “Hanging’s too good for 
him. I warned him years ago. I warned 
his father. They wouldn’t listen. Now— 
what are you men going to do about it?” 

I had heard that white women were more 
just, had more compassion, than their men- 
folk. But if that were so, it didn’t show in 
Mrs. Cummings’ tone. 

She turned on Barbara with hate and 
fury. “How could you—how could you do 
such a thing? My God, don’t you know 
you’re white?” 

“All I know, Mother.” 
quietly, “is that I love Bill. 
about his color, nor mine!” 

“Love!” Mrs. Cummings spat out the 
word. “If you weren’t grown, I’d beat the 
living daylights out of you.” 

“No wouldn’t, Mother,” Barbara 
said. “Besides, you and Daddy are going to 
help Bill get out of the state. You’re not 
going to harm a hair on his head.” 

Barbara spoke quietly, convincingly. 
And she held everyone except Mrs. Cum- 
mings in a spell. I guessed the men were 
too stunned by her words to react. 

Mrs. Cummings wasn’t though. She said: 
“He'll rot in jail, or hang from a tree. be- 
fore I lift a finger to help him. You can bet 
on that.” 

“Tt’s a nasty set-up,” the sheriff said. “A 
nasty set-up. What got into you, Barbara?” 

“She’s been oogling that nigger every 


Barbara _ said 


I don’t care 


vou 


since he’s been working for me.”” Redmond 
said. “She never had any time for me. AlI- 
ways came over to get a glimpse of him. I 
should have killed him out there in the 
woods.” 

It was plain that the more Redmond 
thought about the fact that his girl loved 
me. the angrier he got. And I began to 
feel fear now. Time was dragging. There 
was too much deliberation. Something was 
building up. It couldn’t mean good for me. 
Cummings spoke: 

“T never thought I’d live to see the day. 
sheriff. If you had told me so, I would 
have been ready to lead a lynching party. 
But it sort of took the wind out of my sails 
when I heard Barbara say she loved this 
colored boy—” 

“You mean,” the sheriff asked in disbe- 
lief, “you’re for letting him go, like she 
says.” 

“Hell, no,” Cummings said. “But I'd 
like to keep this thing as quiet as possible. 
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No Douche 
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Zonitors 


Women Find 


Gynecologist reports on new, 
easy, more positive method 
of Feminine Hygiene — 
provides continuous protection 





New York, N. Y. (Special) At last, science 
has developed a method of feminine hy- 
giene a woman can use with confidence 
because it gives the ty eee protection 
of an antiseptic douche-but does it imme- 
diately and for a prolonged period—as no 
douche can. So quick and easy, this new 
method depends on remarkable vaginal 
suppositories, called Zonitors. 





Works Instantly for Hours! 


Once inserted, Zonitors dissolve gradually, 
coating tissues with a protective film 
which lasts for hours—and are ready to 
work instantly. Zonitors guard against— 
destroy odors completely, too—helping to 
maintain a high degree of comfort, con- 
venience, safety and personal daintiness 
not possible with douches. 


Zonitors’ amazing effectiveness is due to 
one of the most potent antiseptic princi- 
ples ever developed —the discovery of a 
prominent surgeon and chemist. 


Doctor’s Discovery — Hospital Proved! 


Zonitors were thoroughly tested in a large 
Eastern hospital. The supervising gyne- 
cologist pronounced them unusually effec- 
tive, yet safe and non-irritating. They 
are now available without prescription in 
local drugstores. 

Zonitors are greaseless and stainless—cost 
little for 12 dainty, snow white vaginal 
suppositories, individually packed to carry 
conveniently in a purse. 


MAIL COUPON NOW! 
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: Dunbar Laboratories, Mountain View, N. J. ‘ 
+ Dept. (T-8) ‘ 
‘ 
; Please send me trial supply of Zonitors and new + 
| booklet giving complete intimate facts (mailed ' 
' in plain wrapper). I enclose 10¢ to cover ’ 
; handling ' 
' Name ' 
; Address ‘ 
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| City State : 
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‘ Offer good only in the U.S. - 
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Half-alive, headachy, when constipation 





NEW Kind of Condensed Food Tablet Makes 


2% SKINNY FIGURES FILL OUT 


] 





Easy Way Puts Pounds and Inches Firm Healthy Flesh 
On Women, Men and Children Who Are Skinny, Thin and 
Underweight Because of Poor Appetite, Poor Eating Habits. 


No Cramming with sugary mixtures, no fishy oils, no overeating. 
HOSPITAL Yet cheeks fill out, neck and bust-line gain... arms, legs, thighs, 
TESTED ankles, skinny underweight figures fill out all over the body. $: 


DON’T BE SKINNY . ~% 


If you are skinny, thin and underweight because of poor appetite or f 
poor eating habits, try this latest discovery of modern medical science. | 
It's the new WATE-ON Condensed Food Tablets and in normal health | 
you, too, may quickly gain 5—10—20 pounds and more so fast it’s 
amazing. The New Wate-On Tablets are scientifically compounded of 
[ONO and DI-GLYCERIDES. Wate-On Tablets are pleasant to take 
as directed and they are loaded with concentrated calories so prepared 
s to be far easier to be used by the system in building wonderful body 
weight. What’s more, the new Wate-On Tablets are fortified with 
Vitamins B1, B2, B6, blood building B-12, A, D and with iron, calcium, 
phosphorous, lecithin, and other important body nutrients. In fact, each 
daily supply of the new Wate-On Condensed Food Tablets is as rich and 
nutritious as many a skinny person’s regular meal. It’s no wonder 
besides putting on weight, Wate-On Tablets improve the appetite, 
ive quick energy, guard against fatigue, sleepless nights, poor en- 
durance and low resistance which often accompanies underweight. At 
the same time, Wate-On Tablets help ward off iron deficiency anemia 
. help you feel stronger faster. If underweight is due to disease, take 
Wate-On Tablets under direction of your doctor. 


MONEY BACK GUARANTEE 


So, if you are tired of being skinny, ask your druggist for new 
Wate-On Tablets. Satisfaction guaranteed or return empty box 
to druggist for money back. Wate-On also is available as a high 
calorie homogenized liquid emulsion that’s extra rich in easy to 
assimilate calories and fortified with other proven weight build- 
ing elements. Don’t be Skinny . . . gt WATE-ON today. 
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“How | Sweeten Sour Stomach 
—Relieve Constipation Too!” 


Mrs. P. M. Martin, Ohatchee, Ala., says: “Handy 
new Black-Draught Tablets do both overnight!” 


brings comforting relief in morning. You 
sleep away constipation worries and stom- 
ach upset too! Next day, feel fit-as-a- 
fiddle! Get Black-Draught today. 


*In Powder or Granulated form...and now 
in new, easy-to-take Tablets, too. 


FOR CHILDREN: When constipation sours a 
child’s digestion and disposition, get Syrup of 
Black-Draught. Youngsters love the taste of 
this honey-sweet liquid laxative! 
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u our stomach? Get wonderful relief 
vernight, with Black-Draught.* Amazing 
tive-stomach sweetener works two 
wa when you suffer awful gassy upset, 
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tipation overnight! Sweetens sour 

ich at the very same time! 
harsh griping. Made from Nature’s 
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Can you fix it so the family name jsp; 

dragged through the mud?” 

“We could charge him with rape,” the 
sheriff said. “We don’t have to reveal the 
girl’s name—” 

“You can’t do that!” Barbara said. 

“Why can’t we?” the sheriff wanted to 
know. “He’s colored, isn’t he? Rape—” 

“Your deputy knows there wasn’t any 
rape. Redmond knows it too. Besides | 
lured Bill out there, against his will. Red. 
mond knows that, too. I talked to him on 
the telephone. I’ve loved Bill ever since | 
can remember. He hasn’t bothered me. 
I’ve bothered him. Now if you do anything 
but what I say, I'll tell the whole world the 
true story. 

“Let him go! 
harmed!” 

The sheriff reached into his shirt pocket, 
picked out a cigar and rolled it slowly in 
his right hand. The glint in his eyes told 
me that he wanted to lock me up into his 
jail, or worse. 

Cummings spoke again. 

“Anybody know about this except us 
here?” 

“Naw,” Redmond said. 

“Thank God for that,” Cummings said. 

Cummings’ fear of public disgrace, plus 
Barbara’s pleas, gave me hope. I tried to 
mask my feelings. But now I began to be- 
lieve that a miracle might happen. 

“Look, Daddy,” Barbara said quietly. “I 
know how you feel about this. In a way, 
I’m sorry. But I couldn’t have helped my- 
self if I had wanted to do it. There’s one 
way we can fix this up so you and Mother 
won’t be hurt—if the sheriff will cooper- 
ate.” 

Cummings stared at his daughter for a 
long moment, his expression alternating 
between fear of disgrace and anger. 

“T guess,” the sheriff said to Barbara, 
“you want us to turn this boy loose like 
nothing’s happened. You know, if he gets 
away with this, every black boy in the state 
will be chasing white girls.” 

“T said, sheriff: I was chasing him. He 
wasn’t chasing me.” 

“Oh, sure,” the sheriff snorted. 

“Turn him loose, sheriff,” Barbara said. 
“That’s the only way Mother and Daddy 
won’t be disgraced. If you harm hin, I'll 
tell the world all about it. Maybe that will 
give other Negro boys ideas—” 

“Well,” the sheriff said slowly. “I don’t 
like the idea. But Mr. Cummings and | 
have been friends for 40 years. Whatever 
he says, I'll do. That’s my best offer.” 

She turned to her father. “Don’t you see, 
Daddy. If they hurt him or if they place a 
charge against him, everybody will know. 
And I swear I'll stand by Bill until hell 
freezes over! But if you tell the sheriff to 
let him go, he’ll leave town for good 
and—” 

Cummings was aging fast. I expected 
him to topple over any minute. 

“What,” he asked Barbara in a weak 
voice, “are you going to do? Redmond 
won’t have you now—” 


Let him leave here un. 


“Pm l 
Bill.” 

I thot 
changed 
cided te 
His fac 
snow. 
wife’s s 
had me’ 
Cummit 
these t 
They ¥ 
hated 1 
riage. 

Slow 
face, p: 

“Wh 
to be d 
we lyn 
we did 
dead!” 

“Da 
sheriff 

I first 
do any 

the w 

say yt 

to hin 
the ni 
that'll 
count 
that | 
kansa 
live i 

Cu 
thing 
had t 
and | 
ming 
and | 
his f 
spee 
ming 

Al 
mom 
mira 
said 


jok 
gal 





1e isn’t 


€,” the 
eal the 


id. 
ited to 
ipe—” 
’t any 
ides | 
. Red. 
im on 
ince | 
1 me. 
thing 
id the 


Ce un- 
cket, 
ly in 

told 


> his 


plus 


Ss ews Ss + 





“I’m leaving, Daddy. I’m going to marry 
Bill.” 

I thought that Cummings suddenly had 
changed his mind. I thought he had de- 
cided to tell the sheriff to string me up. 
His face had gone ashen, like soot-filled 
snow. He threw a weary arm around his 
wife’s shoulders for support. Her anger 
had melted in a steady patter of tears. Like 
Cummings, she was beaten. No longer were 
these the proud old white Southerners. 
They were beaten by the one thing they 
hated most: the idea of interracial mar- 
riage. 

Slowly blood came back to Cummings 
face, painting it red like a beet. 

“What makes you think, Barbara, I want 
to be disgraced that way any more than if 
we lynch this boy and people find out why 
we did it? I think I’d rather see the boy 
dead!” 

“Daddy,” she said, “and you listen too 
sheriff: I’ve read about these cases since 
I frst knew I was in love with Bill. If you 
do anything at all, I promise you: I'll tell 
the world the truth, the whole truth. I'll 
say you framed him. I'll say / proposed 
to him. How do you think that'll sound in 
the newspapers and on the radio? Why 
that’ll bring reporters from all over the 
country. Everybody in the world will know 
that Mr. Cummings’ daughter, from Ar- 
kansas, married a Negro. You'll never 
live it down!” 

Cummings stood helplessly. The last 
thing he wanted to lose was pride. But he 
had to decide now, how much he could lose 
and how much he could keep. Mrs. Cum- 
mings was no help. The fat sheriff rolled 
and licked his cigar. He had decided to let 
his friend decide my fate. Redmond was 
speechless. Everybody waited for Cum- 
mings to speak. 

And when he did, I knew that every 
moment from then on I would be a living 
miracle named Bill Davis. For Cummings 
said: 

“T guess you’d better let him go, sheriff.” 


I don’t have to tell you I got out of 
Arkansas as fast as I could. I didn’t stop 
to pursue my romance with Barbara. All 
we had time for was a hasty telephone call. 
She told me to let her know as soon as I 
was settled up North. I told her I was 
going to Chicago. I said I would send for 
her. I told her to go to my old landlady’s 
place in Little Rock in a month and a let- 
ter would be waiting for her. 

In Chicago, I got lucky. I got a good 
job as an auto mechanic in a South Side 
garage. I found a clean little apartment. 
In a month, as I had promised, I sent for 
Barbara. She came to me, and we were 
married. 

That was two years ago. I don’t have to 
tell you that we’ve been perfectly happy. 
We have a wonderful little girl, a home. 
We’ve put the South behind us. We’re try- 
ing to be just two people who fell in love. 
We wish the busybodies would get used to 
our idea. THE END 
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Raveen’s new scientific formula 
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with shining billows of 

long, lustrous hair you've 
always wanted. If the length of 
your hair has been affected by its 
undue dryness, you owe it to 
yourself to try RAVEEN on 

our generous no risk offer 


Mail coupon for no risk offer! 
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If you've been looking and 
looking for something that would 
glorify your hair and give it 
more beautiful and glamorous 
appearance, RAVEEN may be the 
answer to your prayers. RAVEEN gets 
to work on that dry, itchy, scaly scalp and 
helps Nature to give you the appearance that goes 
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Part-Time Wife 


(Continued from Page 25) 


hanging around me. One day Rose called 

aside. “It’s none of my business, hon- 
ey,” she began, “but aren’t you and Del 
getting a little too chummy?” 

“T like him, if that’s what you mean,” I 
told her. I laughed nervously. “I suppose 

i've guessed that Tom and I are—well, 
we don’t seem to be hitting it off any 

99 
more, 

“A girl’s got to look out for herself, 
Bernice,” Rose said. “If you can’t make it 
with one man, try another. But, Del War- 
ren—” She pursed her lips and shook her 
head 

“What’s wrong with Del?” I wanted to 
Know. 

“Look,” Rose continued, “I’ve been here 
over a year and Del never even bought me 

lrink, let alone make a pass at me. The 
other girls will tell you the same thing.” 

[ stared at her. “You—you don’t think 
he’s ‘queer’, do you?” 

Rose laughed. “Of course not. Del’s a 

all right. But if you ask me, he’s 
of those slick guys who leave single 
girls strictly alone and go after the mar- 
ones.” 
[ didn’t understand. “But, why—” 
he waved her hand in an impatient 
ture. “Playing it safe!” she exploded. 
hance of getting tied down that way. 
He can have his fun and freedom, too.” 
Rose’s words of warning fell on deaf 
Del was so attentive, so affectionate 
[ refused to believe he was taking 


dvantage of me. As time went on, I found 
myself becoming more infatuated with Del. 
\ly marriage had become a sham. Tom and 
[ saw each other briefly in the morning 


it dinner one or two evenings a week. 
He never said so, but I felt he had made 
ip his mind that sooner or later I’d get 
tired of working and go back to being a 
ehold drudge. 

But my new way of life was too excit- 
» full of fun for me to give it up 

With all my running around, I never 

ed to analyze my true feelings for 

Tom, nor did I question Del’s flattering 
ot me. 

Even when Del finally made his inten- 
lear I was not so much shocked as I 
ttered by what I considered a tribute 
feminine allure. It happened one 
fter Del and I had taken in a movie. 

On the way home he asked me to stop by 
his place for a few minutes. I hesitated, 
finally agreed. 

! confess a thrill of adventure coursed 
through me as Del ushered me into his neat 
bachelor apartment. “I can only stay for 

moments,” I reminded him for the 
r third time. 
he said easily, pouring me a 


drink. “But we’ve got a lot to talk about, 
you and [.” 

I sipped my drink. “For instance?” 

Del eased his lanky frame down beside 
me on the low sofa. “Well, I’ve never told 
you how I feel about you, Bernice,” he said, 
holding my eyes in his steady gaze. “And 
you’ve never told me where I stand with 
you.” 

“Suppose you start,” I suggested, smiling 
coyly. 

He moved closer to me and slid his arm 
along the top of the cushion behind my 
head. His fingers gently caressed the back 
of my neck. “There are times when words 
only spoil the mood,” he murmured. 

“Just the same, I think it would be safer 
to talk,” I said with a nervous little laugh. 
I wanted to pull away from his hand that 
stroked my bare arm, sending electric shiv- 
ers along my spine. But I didn’t have the 
strength. 





All I Ask 
For all the times you’ve missed a 
date 
And I have had to wait and wait 
For all the times when you’ve been 
broke 
And I’ve had to buy your cherry 
coke 
For all the times when you have 
given 
Others the smile for which I’ve 
striven 
What do I desire for a fee? 
Just that you love and cherish me 
—Florance Williams 





Del turned his head and bent over me 
until our lips were a breath apart. “This 
will say more than words,” he whispered 
fiercely. 

I felt his lips hard on mine and his 
strong arms pressing me close to him. His 
kiss was insistent, demanding. The blood 
pounded like drums in my temples and 
I went limp in his crushing embrace. Far 
back in my brain a faint warning sounded, 
but it was drowned out by a flood of-desire. 

Suddenly there was a crash. I jerked 
away from him, startled by the noise. The 
glass I had been holding had slipped from 
my hand and shattered on the floor. Some- 
how, the sudden interruption unnerved me 
and I broke into hysterical laughter. Del 
was furious, but he controlled his disap- 
pointment. 

“I’m sorry,” I told him later as we left. 

He brushed his lips along my cheek. 
“Next time.” he said confidently. 

Now, as I lay in my bed and heard Tom 


stirring about in the living room, I was 
filled with a sense of shame. I had been 
deceiving him all along, and only a silly 
little accident had prevented me from com. 
mitting the biggest sin of all. I was glad 
now that I could leave Tom and go to Del 
with a clear conscience. 

I managed to get a little sleep before 
morning and I rushed down to work, eager 
to tell Del the good news. I also had to tell 
Rose that I was moving in with her, | 
was totally unprepared for Del’s cold re. 
ception when I breathlessly told him that ] 
was leaving Tom. 

“Aren’t you happy about it?” I asked, 

“Sure, baby, sure,” he said uncomfort- 
ably. “Tell you what—we’ll talk about it 
later, huh? I'll give you a ring when you 
get settled in your new place.” 

But a week after I’d moved in with Rose 
I still hadn’t heard from Del. At the store 
he seemed to be avoiding me, but I refused 
to give in to the doubts that assailed me, 
Yet, when I saw Del going out to lunch one 
day with a new salesgirl, I could no longer 
cling to my false hope. What Rose had 
said about him was true. He obviously 
wanted no part of a lasting relationship 
with any woman. Marriage was not for 
him. 

Not immediately, but gradually I saw my 
mistake. I realized that I hadn’t been hon- 
est with Tom from the very day I took my 
job. But not everybody has the courage 
to admit mistakes and much as I wanted 
to I refrained from getting in touch with 
Tom to tell him. I didn’t dare hope for 
forgiveness, only a little understanding. 

So when I left the store one night and 
saw Tom waiting outside the door, I was 
surprised beyond words. “I know it’s too 
late. Bernice,” he said quietly, “but I want 
to tell you I’m sorry for the way I acted.” 


“Oh, no,” I blurted out, finding my 
tongue. “I’m the one who should apol- 


ogize. 

He smiled gently and shook his head. 
“No, I should have understood what you 
were trying to do. But I let my pride stand 
in the way. I knew all along that I needed 
help, but I wasn’t man enough to admit it.” 

“We both made mistakes,” I told him. 
“We should have sat down and discussed 
it calmly. We started off on the wrong 
foot and after that everything we did made 
things worse.” 

Tom stood there, shifting from one foot 
to the other. “Well, I just wanted to tell 
you,” he said. 

“Tm glad.” 

“I did a lot of thinking after you left 
me—oh, what’s the use? It’s too late now.” 
His voice was full of anguish, but his eyes 
were pleading. 

I reached out and took his hand. “Who 
says so?” I said. 

Tom squeezed my hand tightly. And al- 
though there was much more to be said, 
we silently fell in step and strolled down 
the street. I knew that we had a whole 
lifetime ahead of us to talk. 

THE END 
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Hollywood To Harlem 


(Continued from Page 13) 


When at home the fabulous Count 
of Basie keeps three TV sets going at the 
same time. Whenever he decides to move 
from room to room he wants his favorite 
program on when he gets there. 


New York’s Rinkydinks, a club of 
musicians’ wives, paid a professional dance 
team $200 for choreography on a routine 
the club would perform at their annual 
Moon Mist Ball. Member Catherine Basie, 
a former professional dancer who usually 
gets carried away and goes for herself, was 
warned by the club prexy that any fancy 
steps on her own (showing up the rest of 
the non-dancing members) would cost her 
$1 per step. The Countess of Basie was 
slapped with a $51 fine for overstepping. 


Cute Georgia Carr, who gave up the 
big town for L. A., will be seen in the 
Jayne Mansfield flicker Will Success Spoil 
Rock Hunter. Her chores before the cam- 
eras will include a calypso bit, You Got It 


Made. 


The movie folk are quite pleased 
with Nat (King) Cole’s dramatic perform- 
ance in China Gate and are hoping the gent 
with the velvet voice will find time in his 
busy schedule to do four more screen parts 
which are ready for him at 20th Century- 
Fox studios. 


Local Philadelphia newspapers re- 
cently carried an interesting engagement 
announcement which is repeated here in 
case it may have been missed by someone 
along the way. Miss Audrey Robinson 
(local Philly gal) will wed Mr. Richard 
Penniman sometime in September out in 
Los Angeles where the couple will make 
their home. For further clarification, Mr. 
Penniman is well-known professionally as 
“Little Richard,” rock ’n roll star. 

Busy TV actor P. Jay Sidney, a reg- 
ular member of the Phil Silvers’ 
“You’ll Never Get Rich” 
years. quit the cast in a huff. Seems he 
couldn’t go along any further with certain 
little things being done, especially regard- 
ing his loot. 


show 


for well over two 


Handsome young Clyde McPhatter, 
whose love blues never fail to hit top spot 
on the best selling charts, was honored 
by the Broadway Fashion Designers As- 
sociation as the best-dressed among the 
rock ’n’ roll stars. Most interesting items 
in his wardrobe, however, are the custom- 
made British sports togs he wears offstage, 
especially designed for zooming around in 
his fabulous English sports car. 
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TESTED AND PROVEN METHOD 
Requires only 15 minutes a Day! 


Well-known authority on legs with years of experience offers 
you this tested and proven scientific course—only fifteen 
minutes a day—in the privacy of your home! Contains step- 
by-step illustrations of the easy scientific leg technique with 
simple instructions: gaining stronger legs, improving skin 
color and circulation of legs: also normal causes of skinny 
legs, plus leg measurement chart of each section of leg ac- 
cording to height and weight. From the very first day you 
may feel the exhilarating effects of this method. Health Cul- 
ture asked this well-known authority on legs to write a 
series of articles on the fundamentals of this type of method. 
This magazine believed their readers should learn about this 
wonderful technique. 
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You would be glad to pay any price to gain shapely 
legs, but ‘‘Shapely Legs Home Method’’ is yours for 
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be refunded. 
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My Daddy Made Me Bad 


(Continued from Page 15) 


he had reached a point in life when the 
finger-touch of middle-age years made him 
frenzied and frightened. He was like a 
drowning man in the middle of the ocean, 
thrashing about and struggling against 
the inevitable. 

Only Mother knew when the seething 
fire had begun to burn inside Dad. Per- 
haps Bubber was the next to know. I was 
certainly the last. 

Looking back now that I am a few years 
older, I can recall some of the incidents 
that must have tormented and _ tortured 
Mother-as Dad began to weave the skein 
of things that forced her to lift her guid- 
ng hand from my shoulder, seek work 
our home and leave me to the 
childish, confused scheming that was cer- 
tain to lead me down a wayward path. 

My Daddy is a handsome man. His skin 
; smooth and brown and his hair is black 

nd silky. He has never weighed over 175 
pounds and he wears his clothes like a 
movie star. Mother is a beautiful woman, 
even today, after all the trouble and abuse 
she has suffered. She has a cousin who 
lives in an exclusive white neighborhood 
ind she can visit there without embarrass- 

anyone. 

Bubber and I are blessed or cursed with 

good looks of both of our parents. For 
Bubber it may be that his good looks will 

a blessing in years to come, but for 

y silky hair, swarthy skin and shape- 
egs have been a curse for there were 

tain attitudes and beliefs that my Dad 
gave me as a small child that were to 
prove my undoing when I was left to my 

devices. 

Beside being very handsome, my Dad 

proud. And like all the people 
[ have ever known who were extremes in 
iny way, his thinking was warped to the 
same degree that he was extremely good 
g and extremely proud. 

was extremely handsome—almost 

narcissistic, and he was extremely straight- 

in the moral teaching of his 
He was a man who thrived on 
t of the opposite sex; so my vir- 


utside 


ugnter. 


was an obsession with him. 

are some people who say they 
iember things far back in their 
ldhood. I remember reading in Rich- 
rd Wright’s book, Black Boy, where he 
re red something that happened to 
he was three years old. I don’t 
er how old I was, but the very first 
it | remember my Dad ever saying 
“Don’t let the boys put their 

you. You call me if they do.” 
Bubber and I played together until we 
We seldom 
children for playmates. When 
| to school, Dad gave us a long 
at left 


or six years old. 


us believing we were 


different from other kids, we had been 

blessed with great beauty and other great 

blessings would come to us if we acted 
like we were the chosen people he told us 
we were. 

It was easy to believe. Dad was a 
strong-willed man and a firm teacher. And 
vanity hung in the air of our home. 

Mother was like our big sister in those 
days. She loved Dad completely ard blind- 
ly. She bathed, dressed, fed and enter- 
tained us. When Dad came home from his 
little tailor shop, he gave the orders and 
did the teaching. 

Every Sunday afternoon, Mother would 
dress us in our best and Dad would proud- 
ly take us for a walk to show us off to his 
male and female friends. 

“Yeah, these are my little crumb crush- 
ers,” I can recall him saying in the corner 
drug store. “They’re both going to be real 
heart breakers when they grow up, aren’t 
they?” And while I would preen and pea- 
cock shamelessly when he talked like this, 
Bubber would drop his head and kick the 
ground in embarrassment. 

Dad always brought us home before 
sundown, and then he would go out and 
stay until the wee hours of the morning. 

I must have been thirteen before I be- 
came aware that there was little happiness 
in our home as far as Mother was con- 
cerned. I had come home one afternoon 
from playing basketball with a group of 
girls at the Youth Center when I found 
Mother and Bubber sitting on the back- 
door steps engaged in serious conversa- 
tion. 

“Tf it isn’t too much on you to go out 
and caddy on Sundays after you've col- 
lected from your paper route, the extra 
dollar will help us make up Bobby’s lunch 
money,” Mother was saying. 

“T don’t mind,” Bubber answered, “but 
it looks like Dad ought to be able to give 
you more money to run the house and buy 
us clothes.” 

“You mustn’t think about such things, 
Bub,” Mother said. “Your father is mixed 
up and he is doing what he feels he has to 
do. When you’re older you'll understand.” 

“What are you talking about,” I inter- 
rupted. 

My presence startled them for I had 
been listening for several minutes without 
their knowing it. Mother turned on me 
half angrily. 

“You should be ashamed of yourself 
eavesdropping like that. It isn’t ladylike. 
Go inside and get your dinner at once,” 
she upbraided me. Bubber just looked 
away into the distance. 

Inside I ladled a big bowl of soup out 
of the pot and sat down near the window 
where I could still hear their conversation. 

“You’re going to have to wear the long 


pants around here sooner than you ought 
to, Bubber,” Mother was saying. “I haye 
gotten myself a job. It’s the only thing we 
can do. And this job is the only thing | 
can do; so I’m going to have to go to it al. 
though it means leaving you and Bobby 
here alone for a while.” 

“Well, Mum, we'll just have to do the 
best we can,” my handsome brother ap. 
swered quietly. He was just a child hin. 
self but he liked acting like a man. They 
broke off their talking and came inside. 
We all sat at the kitchen table and ate 
soup in a strange, heavy silence. 


Two DAYS LATER, with the warm 

summer breeze making us feel a false 
sense of security and lightness, Mother 
and I packed her things and she went out 
of our home to become a breadwinner be. 
cause my Daddy shirked his responsibil- 
ities and refused to grow old without try- 
ing to cling to the privileges and follies of 
the young. 

“I’m going to try to work out something 
with the head nurse so that you can come 
up on weekends and help out a bit, 
Bobby,” Mother told me as she boarded 
the train. 

“Oh, that will be wonderful, Mother,” 
I cried gleefully. “I'll come this weekend 
just to see you and see what the head 
nurse says.” 

The hospital was only a short train ride 
from the little town we lived in, and as the 
little interurban jerked away, Mother 
stood in the door and waved to me heart- 
brokenly. 

For several weeks afterward, I caught 
the 5 o’clock commuters’ train every Fri- 
day and went up to the hospital and 
helped out in the linen rooms. On Sun- 
day nights I would return home in time 
for schoo] on Monday morning. 

During weekdays, I washed clothes, 
cooked and kept house as best I could for 
Bubber and Daddy. It was a drudgery 
and I sometimes played like I was Cin- 
derella and would one day go to a big 
regal ball and meet my knight in shining 
armor. It was child’s play, but then I was 
just a child. 

Fall came and the wintry winds 
heralded the change of seasons. A gusty 
north wind blew one day and a gloomy 
darkness fell over the house early in the 
afternoon. Bubber was out on his paper 
route and I was alone as usual. 

I went into my bedroom and sat holding 
back the curtain and looking out of the 
window. The sharp wind knifed into my 
flesh as I watched the sky grow dark over 
the city. And then the first snow of winter 
began to fall. 

I had no way of knowing what was hap- 
pening to me. The sameness of my every 
day reeled before my eyes. The dullness 
of the routine of clothes suds and dish 
suds weighed on my shoulders like anvils. 
The waiting for Bubber to come home, 

wandering from one silent room to another 
while I remembered all the gay things I 
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had heard other girls at school talk about 
made me as gloomy as the descending 
night I watched. 

In tears, I flung myself on the bed. And 
just as suddenly I sat erect and vowed I 
would stop feeling sorry for myself. I 
would do something about all of this, I 
yowed. I could be just as popular with the 
boys at school as any girl and then I 
would have lots of friends around to keep 
me company. 

It was the very next day that I broke 
away from the old routine. When school 
was out, instead of heading straight home 
I walked over to the football field and 
stood bundled up against the cold to 
watch the boys practice. 

I was very self-conscious, but I was dar- 
ing and I knew I was attractive to boys. I 
looked older than my years and I was 
confident in the presence of others. M: 
smile was enticing and feminine and my 
figure was well-proportioned. with long 
shapely legs and agile, unconfined, firmly 
molded breasts. 

As the practice session ended and I 


strolled away, Frankie came up and 
walked along beside me. 
“Hello, Cinderella.” he said to me. 


“Aren’t you afraid it’s getting near mid- 
night and your chariot will turn back to 
a pumpkin.” 

I was startled that he could know I had 
played at being Cinderella and it fright- 
ened me that anyone I had only seen in 
passing and had only heard other girls 
talking about could know so much about 
me. 

“I’m no Cinderella.” I lashed out at him 
angrily. “I’m just like any other girl. 
What makes you call me that?” 

“Oh, it’s just an idea I had about you. 
Don’t be angry. Wait until I change and 
I'll walk you home.” 

Before I answered I recalled that he 
was a star on the football team that every 
girl wanted and no harm would be done 
by letting him walk me home. What is 
more, it would certainly make me popular 
at school. 

So, flippantly, I took the plunge. “I'll 
walk along slow so you can catch up,” I 
said coyly. 

We talked about teachers and arith- 
metic problems as we walked along when 
he had caught up with me. He made it 
clear that he was going out of his way to 
walk me home because he lived at the 
other side of town. I was pleased and flat- 
tered. 

And the next day at school a whole new 
world opened up to me. Boys who had only 
bumped into me or yanked meanly at my 
long pigtails greeted me with friendly 
smiles and began to talk to me about their 
parties and the fun they had at the dances 
after the football games. Girls who had 
only sneered at me in the past launched 
obvious campaigns to be my chums. 


Fach AFTERNOON that week, I 
~ waited for Frankie and he walked 
me home. He always left me at the door- 


step because I had explained to him that 
there was nobody in the house since Bub- 
ber seldom got home before seven o’clock 
and Daddy never closed the tailor shop 
until eight. 

Then, in the middle of the second week 
we had been courting, the regular after- 
noon practice for the team was called off 
because of a bad snow storm. Frankie and 
I reached my earlier than 
normally and I invited him to come in. 

Almost from the very first moment we 
were inside closed doors alone, I felt a 
strange fulfillment. I looked up_ into 
Frankie’s face and could feel a delightful 
flush of happiness sweep over me. He put | 
his arms around me and drew my body | 
tightly against his and I could feel my 
tenseness yield to his strength. When he 
kissed me for the first time, I made no 
effort to resist him, and a moment later I | 
was eagerly offering him my mouth with a | 
sudden outpouring of all the desire and | 
loneliness welled up in me. I could feel 
an urging, undeniable need for him ris- 
ing from the depths of me. 

For a fleeting second I was frightened, | 
but no matter what happened, I told my- | 
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Find Home Dangers 
in time! 
28,000 DIE YEARLY 
in Home Accidents! 


self, I had to keep Frankie. Clinging to 
him, I could feel my body tremble with an 
impelling desire to please him and make 
him want to stay with me and chase away 
my loneliness. 

“Why did you let me come in today?” 
Frankie asked, turning and _ looking 
around the room. 

“You said you wanted to come in some- 
time—remember ?” 

“T know I did.” 

“Then why did you ask me that?” I 
quizzed him. 

“Was that the real reason you invited 
Because I said I 


YOUNG CHILDREN 


die from fires — falls — 
suffocation — poisons. 
ALL unguarded medicines, household 
chemicals, liquid fuels are dangerous. 
Keep them out of reach—out of sight. 


14,000 YOUNG and OLD 
DIE FROM FALLS ALONE! 





me—the only reason? 
wanted to come in?” 

“T don’t know,” I answered after think- 
ing for a moment. | 

“Was it because you’re really as lonely | 
as I thought you were—always by your- | 
self, never going to any of the parties?” 

Teg.” 

“T’m glad then,” he said. “Because if 
you hadn’t been lonely you probably never 
would have given me a tumble. You're 
the prettiest girl at school, you know, and | 
all the fellows want to date you, but they 
were afraid to say anything to you.” 

“Why?” I asked. “I’m not hard to talk 
to and Daddy is no big bad wolf.” 

“Oh, it’s not that you’re hard to talk to, 
but that Old Man of yours has sort of 
gotten the word around that he thinks 
you’re solid gold—and the way you and 
your brother stayed to yourselves all the 
kids thought you believed you were gold, 





stay alert! stay alive! 


Make all your family 


“PRIVATE EYES” 


® Contributed as a public service by 
; THE ADVERTISING COUNCIL 
THE NATIONAL SAFETY COUNCIL 


a 





too.” 

“Oh, I see,” I said, my cheeks flushing 
in embarrassment. 

“T was awfully glad to see you come out 
to the practice field that day. The fellows 
maybe you were going to be okay 






said 
after all—maybe you were going to be | 
regular like the other girls.” | 
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I wasn’t sure I knew all that he meant 
by what he said but I was frantic to keep 
him, so I said, “Sure, I want to be like 
the other girls.” 

“Well, will you go to the hop with me 
after the game Friday,” Frankie said, 
“Tll let you wear my school sweater jf 
you do.” 

I was thrilled until I tingled all over, 
and although I did not know how I would 
manage it, I eagerly accepted the invita. 
tion. 

Frankie took his sweater off right then 
and laid it on the couch. He put his coat 
on again, kissed me warmly and went 
away whistling. 

I immediately began plotting how | 
could go to the dance without Daddy 
knowing it for I knew he would not give 
me his permission. I worked out what | 
thought was a perfect plan. I would write 
Mother a note telling her that I was going 
to stay home and do some important home 
work and take the last interurban train at 
11 p.m. Then I would leave home, as usual, 
at 4:30 and let Daddy think I took the 
5 o’clock train. It was foolproof. 

And when Friday came I could hardly 
contain myself. I rushed home from school 
and put on my flashiest and- best skirt 
while all the other kids were at the game. 
I hastened through my housework, dressed 
and went down to the tailor shop to tell 
Daddy I was leaving. I wore my coat 
buttoned snugly so he could not see 
Frankie’s sweater I was wearing. 


T WAS a brisk winter afternoon and 

almost everybody in town was at the 
football game. Some of the business 
places had even closed up until the game 
was over. There was no one in the front 
part of the shop when I went in. It was 
quiet and I thought Daddy had probably 
stepped down to the drug store where he 
was always making eyes at the counter 
girl. I decided to write him a note and 
leave it on his office desk. 

But when I opened the door to the office 
I got the shock of my life. There was 
Daddy and the girl from the drug store 
in an intimate embrace, and I don’t think 
they ever knew I was in the doorway. | 
had never seen Daddy with another woman 
before although I knew he was a terrible 
flirt. I stood there for a long minute, then 
I turned and fled, my cheeks red with 
shame, pain and confusion. 

I met Frankie as he was coming vic: 
toriously off the playing field, and waited 
for him until he changed. I showed him 
I was wearing his sweater with the big 
school letter on it. Pride stood out all 
over me and the fires of defiance were 
seething inside of me. 

We ate a sandwich and drank a malt at 
the milk bar and went to the dance in the 
school auditorium. Never before in my 
life had I enjoyed myself so much. I 
danced with every boy who asked me, and 
when one or two of them squeezed me too 
close to him I didn’t run squealing to 
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Daddy because I knew he was too busy 
to do or care anything about what was 
happening to me. Then, like Cinderella, 
| found Frankie when it began to get late, 
went to my locker where I changed sweat- 
ers and we rushed to the station. 

Mother met me when I arrived at the 
hospital stop, and I never told her any- 
thing about my adventure—at least, not 
then. 

It was the following Monday that I in- 
yited Frankie to come in for the second 
time. The football team had been given 
a day off from practice because of their 
victory on Friday over the school’s biggest 
rival from a nearby town. 

We began kissing and petting almost 
from the moment we got inside the door 
and got our coats off. 

His mouth sought out mine and though 
I made weak little efforts to twist away, 
our lips were welded together for long 
breathless minutes. We sat down on the 
living room couch and clung to each other 
hungrily. Desire flamed through me. I 
knew I had to have him, I had to keep 
him—at any price! I felt his hands on me, 
searching, searching and [| felt myself 
melting, yielding. 

“You know,” Frankie said 
“you always seem to me like you’re lonely 
and a little afraid. Why? 

“Your parents have always treated you 
like loving parents and you’re a devoted, 
loving daughter, aren’t you?” he asked. 

“T don’t know,” I said haltingly. “I love 
my parents but Daddy somehow makes me 


suddenly, 


feel peculiar, something about the way he 
always tells me don’t do this and don’t do 
that makes me feel funny inside like being 
thirsty and wanting a drink of water, like 
being hungry and craving food. I don’t 
understand it.” 

“Am I your first beau,” Frankie said. 
“Really. honest to goodness, the first boy 
you ever kissed?” 

“Yes.” I tried to turn my lips to his, 
but he held me tight and kept talking into 
my ear. 

“Does anyone ever come home in the 
middle of the afternoon like this?” Frankie 
murmured in my ear. “Your Dad or any- 
body ?” 

“No, certainly not!” I retorted. “Why 
he’s too busy flirting and chasing—why, 
just last Friday I walked in the shop and” 
I stopped and felt a strange hot surge of 
blood zip through my veins. 

“What did you Frankie 
trying to hold me as I eased my grip on 
him. “What happened?” 

“Oh, I don’t really know.” I admitted. 

My face was suddenly on fire and I 
dropped my head against his chest. 

Gently and caressing my shoulders af- 
fectionately he took his arms from around 
me and stepped back. He reached for his 
coat and started to the door. I rushed after 
him terrified that he would walk out and 
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THE NEXT 
MEDICAL MILESTONE— 
CONQUEST 
OF CANCER? 


In a few short years we’ve 
en the discovery of antibiotics, 
new wonder drugs for 
tuberculosis, a vaccine for polio. 
We will see the conquest 
of cancer, too, if people 
want it badly enough. 
Last year the American 
Cancer Society was unable to 
fill requests for research 
funds totalling almost 
$3,000,000. The reason— 
not enough money. Did 
you give all you could? 
Will you give all you can? 
Give to your Unit of the 
American Cancer Society, or 
mail your gift to CANCER, 


c/o your town’s Postmaster. 
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I would never see him again. I clung to 
him “Please don’t leave me, Frankie, I 
love you, please don’t leave me!” 

For a long time, he stood and looked 
at me, clinging to his arm and whimpering 
softly. Then he threw his coat aside and 
came back to me and locked me in an 
embrace. 

His hand found the fastener on my 
blouse and another hand found the button 
on my skirt. I wanted to resist. I felt I 
had to resist. but I was tortured by the 
fear of losing him, the excitement of get- 
ting even with Daddy, the burning fire 
inside me. 

He took me then, not quite against my 
will. although I tried at intervals to make 
him think so. I was frightened but Frankie 
was gentle and my anxious body chemistry 
helped him. I found myself eagerly re- 
sponding with a hurried and unrestrained 
frenzy until. flushed with excitement. I 
found all desire miraculously transformed 
into peaceful and happy contentment. 


ATER. Frankie stirred uneasily. 
“What’s the matter,” I asked. 
“Nothing. honey, nothing at all,” he 
said. He held me and kissed me hotly in the 
fulfilling, satisfying, joyous aftermath of 
love. He pulled away then. 
“Don’t worry,” he said, “you'll be okay 


4 


with the fellows now. [ll tell ’em you’re 
okay. You'll make all the hops now. I'll 
tell °em you’re okay. Don’t worry. It will 
be all right.” 

I was 
pointed, outdone. I sought relief in tears 
and when I awoke the church bells were 
ringing. 


bewildered, frightened, disap- 


It was the very same day that I realized 
what an utter fool I had been. I was hardly 
inside the school building before three 
boys fell into step with me as I walked 
down the hall. One of them whose name 
I did not even know started talking to me. 

“How about letting me walk you home 
after school, Bobby?” 

“Are you kidding?” I stared at him 
quizzically. “Frankie always walks me 
home. you know that!” 

All of them burst into laughter, and one 
of them fell against a locker in mock 
hilarious pain. 

“Oh, come on cutie, don’t be a square,” 
the talkative one said. “Frankie’s got more 
girls than he’ll ever know what to do with 
and he always turns ’em over to us when 
he’s through with ’em. He told us how fine 
you are at the milk bar last night and 
told us to go for broke.” 

I was too startled to speak. My hand 
went to my mouth in horror. 

“Now, can I walk you home, baby. I 
may not be the star of the team, but you’ll 
never know the difference,” he chuckled. 

Tears welled up in my eyes as I stared 
into the grinning faces of the three of 


them. I glanced about and several other 
little groups of boys were standing about 
watching us, watching it seemed to see 
what I was going to do. 

I gripped my books tightly and elbowed 
my way past them. I left the school and 
went directly to the train station. In an 
hour I had told Mother all about it. 

She cried bitterly, but there were no 
tears inside me. I sat dazed and unbeliey. 
ing as I heard my own voice relating the 
details of the horrible adventure. Finally 
Mother spoke. 

“Tt isn’t your fault, my darling. The 
fault is mine and your Daddy’s—more 
mine than his. I should never have left 
you, and I should never have loved him 
so much that I let him act the way he has 
acted. It’s my fault. I let him teach you 
foolish things and I let him force me to 
leave you alone and unprotected. You've 
done nothing so wrong as I or your father. 
Come, now, let’s go!” 

Mother went right to the head nurse 
and resigned and we took the afternoon 
train back home. We talked for a long 
time, sitting on the living room couch and 
looking out of the window. She told me 
many of the facts about womanhood and 
I listened in sober fascination. 

Night had fallen and we had been sit- 
ting silent in the darkness for a long time 
when Daddy came in. He was surprised to 
see Mother at home, but she quickly 
grabbed him by the arm and led him into 
their bedroom. 

After a very long time, I heard Daddy 
bellow out like a stuck bull, but then 
Mother’s calm. firm voice rose a bit and 
then quieted down to conversation tones 
again. I could not hear what they were 
saying and I was too frightened to listen 
at the door. 

Suddenly, the door opened and both of 
them stood there for a moment looking 
at me. Then Daddy came over and knelt 
down before me. 

“Forgive me, will you, Bobby?” he said. 

I was completely surprised, for I had 
expected him to thrash me within an inch 
of my life. 

“But, Daddy,” I said, “I’m the one who 
ought to be begging forgiveness.” 

His head was in my lap and his voice 
was mufiled by the wool of my skirt. “No, 
darling, I’m the one who needs forgive- 
ness.” Mother was on the couch beside 
me, and Daddy eased up beside her and 
put his arm around her. 

There was the rattle of a key in the door 
and Bubber walked in, stomping the snow 
off his boots. 

“Well, if this isn’t the coziest little fam- 
ily gathering,” he said almost gayly. 

“And this is the way it’s always going 
to be from now on,” Daddy said with a 
tinge of sadness in his voice. 

“For real?” Bubber asked with a 
sparkle in his eyes. 

“Definitely!” Daddy said. 

THE END 
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On The Records 


(Continued from Page 11) 


audience in a recital in Carmel-by-the-Sea, 
California. The set marked the only time 
he had made any recordings from a stage. 

Musically, Garner’s “Concert by the Sea” 
and his “The Most Happy Piano” (re- 
corded in a New York studio) rate about 
even on review charts. Each is an A-] al- 
bum which has Erroll in sharp form on 
Columbia reproductions that sparkle in 
“360” Hemispheric Sound. However, the 
packages differ on another score. Artisti- 
cally the first has an edge over the second 
because, as a recorded-before-an-audience 
set, its sides re-sound more like inspired 
performances than do those in the other 
studio-made collation. “Concert by the Sea” 
captures the warm feeling between the ar- 
tist and his audience, a feature that adds 
to the interest of listening. 

In the “Concert by the Sea” set, Erroll 
had the support of Denzil Best on drums 
and Eddie Calhoun on bass. Two able mu- 





Resistance 
You didn’t go to my head 
With your wild stormy kiss 
All shimmered and flaring 
and aching with bliss,— 
Or your talk full of spangles 
and laughter and dreams, 
Your touch full of haloes 
and warm rhythm gleams... . 
You didn’t go to my head 
Despite your fair art 
And dearness and sweetness— 
You went to my heart. 


—Gladys Martin 





sicians, they grooved the moods for him 
to play what turned out to be real enthusi- 
astic and swinging performances on the 
88s. Audible on the sides is the voice of 
Erroll making funny grunts and groans as 
he vocally signaled time for changes in the 
music for his sidemen. The humorous rap- 
port often brought chuckles from the 
crowd. 

From the concert in Carmel, Columbia 
presented in the album only 12 of several 
tunes Erroll played in three sections on the 
program. Selected from a list of numbers 
Erroll had never recorded before, the dozen 
are: I'll Remember April, Teach Me To- 
night, Mambo Carmel, Autumn Leaves, It’s 
All Right With Me, Red Top, April In 
Paris, They Can’t Take That Away From 
Me, How Could You Do A Thing Like That 
To Me, Where Or When and Erroll’s 
Theme. 
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I Don’t Care 


(Continued from Page 35) 


wanted to do something for us,” she says, 
“when what we really wanted was to be felt 
alone.” 

When Floyd ordered a double milk and 
Sandra ordered a soft drink, it really shook 
up the help. “Eyes rolled all over the 
place,” Sandra recalls. “The waiters and 
captains were shocked that we should not 
order liquor. But what they did not know 
is that neither of us drinks any kind of al- 
coholic beverage. I guess they expected 
us to get loaded and set up the house. 
Floyd said it was the last time we’d ever 
go to a nightclub, and so far, it’s been just 
that way.” 

As wife of the champion, Sandra Pat- 
terson’s worst enemy is loneliness. Like 
Rocky Marciano who preceded him in the 
heavyweight championship, Floyd stays in 
condition at all times. This means that 
three-fourths of his time is spent in train- 
ing camp, where there is simply no place 
for a wife. A good part of the champion’s 
remaining time is spent making public ap- 
pearances, in traveling about the country, 
giving interviews to the press and moving 
around the banquet circuit. 

“Floyd hates us having to be apart as 
much as I do,” Sandra says, “but we know 
it’s a necessary part of his business. He’s 
got to keep his name alive, because other- 
wise how could he draw big crowds to his 
fights. It’s a thing we’ve talked over hun- 
dreds of times and the answer is always 
the same: Be patient until I can give up 
this business and devote all of my time to 
my family. Floyd says, ‘Sandra, one day 
we'll have all our time to ourselves. I'll 
be out of the fight business and we can 
raise the five or six children we both want.’ 

“That’s the promise that keeps me going. 

“TI have every confidence in my husband 
and I believe that one day our dream will 
come true. I go to Floyd’s fights whenever 
I can and I watch them all on television, 
but it’s not because I’m a fight fan. I dis- 
like the bloodshed and violence that’s so 
much a part of the ring. I watch Floyd 
only because I love him, but, believe me, 
it’s torture every time he puts on his 
gloves.” 

Sandra looks forward to the day that 
she and Floyd can build their own little 
ranch home and children and 
chickens, horses and dogs. “We want to 
find an isolated location somewhere,” she 
says. “Away from everyone else. We want 
to be just near enough to civilization so 
that schools will be available to our chil- 
dren. My husband will not be Floyd Pat- 
terson, the heavyweight champion, but Mr. 
Patterson, the country gentleman. Judging 
by what he tells me about being the cham- 


raise 


pion, I’m sure he prefers the simple coun. 
try life more than the hectic goldfish bow] 
existence he now leads.” 

Though Floyd is the world heavyweight 
champion, he and Sandra live in as quietly 
unpretentious manner as possible. Along 
their tree-shaded street in St. Albans, New 
York, many of the neighbors do not know 
that the head of the house on the corner is 
the young man who knocked out Archie 
Moore. Sometimes, not very often to be 
sure, they see Floyd’s big Cadillac coupe 
parked in front of the nine-room, frame 
clapboard house, but it is his only notice. 
able sign of success. It is like anyone else’s 
Cadillac in the prosperous suburban com- 
munity. 

Upstairs, Floyd’s bedroom is fitted out 
with a TV set, a record player and tape 
recorder, but it is just like anyone else’s 
bedroom. The only exception perhaps is 
the enormous collection of hillbilly records 
which Floyd has amassed. But the furnish- 
ings throughout the house are quietly taste- 
ful. 

Sandra says that one day they will 
change all of this—when they move into 
their dream house. “Everything will be 
functional and modern to the very last de- 
tail,” she exclaims. “I saw a fabulous big 
sofa one day in a movie and I want it dupli- 
cated for my own place in white. We'll 
have all of the latest electrical equipment 
and I'll do all of my housekeeping by just 
pressing buttons. I don’t mind the house- 
keeping. but I like to do it the easy way. 

“The house I want’ll have rooms enough 
for all of the Patterson clan, enough space 
so that we can walk around for an hour 
without visiting the same spot twice. And, 
somewhere, apart from the house. we'll 
have space for our pets and horses.” 

Actually, the Patterson dream seems to 
be a good many years in the future. 

At 22 years, Floyd has yet to reach his 
maximum. His manager, Cus D’Amato ex- 
plains that Floyd still has a good deal to 
learn about prize fighting. “True enough. 
he’s the champion,” D’Amato says, “but 
what’s to prevent another young fighter 
from coming along in the next year or two 
with the same kind of physical equipment 
and training as Floyd?” 

His pretty wife thinks Floyd’s retirement 
from the vicious, violent business of prize 
fighting can’t come too soon. “I know 
Floyd won’t quit,” Sandra says, “because 
he’s just now tasting success. He has 2 
big future before him. There are big 
purses, more money and nicer clothes for 
us both. I can only pray for him and hope 
that nothing serious happens to him in the 


ring.” THE END 
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1 out Unoer THE blazing blue sledge hammer of 
tape a Chicago heat wave, the cramped, makeshift 
Ise’s operating room shimmered like an oven, 
2 be reeking of ether and carbolic. Six sweat- 
i drenched, frock-coated doctors huddled in 
avis. fascination, watching deft hands reach into 
a human chest and expertly stitch up a 
will wound in the redness of a pulsing heart. 
into Would he live? The surgeon mopped his 
be brow and hoped. The year was 1893; the 
de operation, fantastic. 
big Live? Yes, he would live for many more 
- years, thanks to the skill and courage of Dr. 
aia Daniel Hale Williams. 
a Abandoned as a child, Williams, a Negro, 
1se- had struggled hard for his medical educa- 
tion. Now only 37, he had already founded 
igh America’s first interracial hospital, 
ace Provident. And here he had just performed 
ur the first of the pioneering operations that 
nd, would mark him as one of our country’s 
ll great surgeons. 
Sensitive and brave, Daniel Hale Williams 
* was blessed with an abundance of the same 
is urge to help his fellow man that binds and 
me strengthens Americans today. 
to p And it is these strong, unified Americans 
h It s actually easy to save—when you buy Series E who are our country’s real wealth—the rc 1] 
, Savings Bonds through the Payroll Savings Plan. ; . aa : 
it Once you've signed up at your pay office, your sav- backing behind our nation’s Savings Bonds. 
2 ing is done for you. The Bonds you receive pay In fact, they’re the true reason why U. S. 
0 good interest—3% a year, compounded half-yearly Savings Bonds are considered one of the 
it when held to maturity. And the longer you hold world’s finest, safest investments. 
them, the better your return. Even after maturity, 4 ; ‘ _— 
they go on earning 10 years more. So hold on to your For your own security—and for America’s 
’ i Oe ie aad +: Bei —why invest in Savi Bonds regu- 
Bonds! Join Payroll Savings today—or buy Bonds why not invest in Savings bon § 
where you bank. larly? And hold on to them! 
Safe as America - US. Savings Bonds 


The U.S. Government does not pay for this advertisement. It is donated by this publication in cooperation with the 
Advertising Council and the Magazine Publishers of America. 











It was crazy, this thing that was happening to me. I wasn’t a 


moonstruck schoolgirl. 


NOT give up this silly masquer- 
Claire? I want you. You want 
vant you. Why not have what we 


our husband will never know the 


coal-black eyes burned into mine. 
vas coming closer as I sat almost 

in the chair. Even in the state 

which his sudden, unexpected 
id produced, my eyes registered 
him 
| been crossing the camera of my 


rfect every feature about 
1any sleepless nights and in so 
the olive-brown of his 
the full lips and the advertise- 
teeth, the carefully sculptured 
that black hair. 


i dreams- 


All the other cus- 
three assistants had 
door was locked. Carlo’s face 
All I had to do was 
10t speak—and our lips would 
long sigh of fulfilled desire and 


op was quiet. 
1 Carlo’s 


i gly close. 
ss close to pain would carry me 


the realization of my dreams. His 
1 come around me. His hands... 


A shock shuddered through me like the 
first seconds under a cold shower. His 
hands, those strong, skillful, poetic hands. 
They had been most in my waking and 
sleeping dreams. It was Carlo’s hands I 
loved with an irresistible, thrilling, fright- 
ening intensity; loved and feared. 

Suddenly, as lightning zags across a sky, 
a flash of warning blitzed my mind. From 
some mysterious source, I found strength 
rising within me. 

“No, Carlo,” I said in a whisper that 
seemed not to come from me at all. “No, 
not now, not here.” 

I had been temporarily without my full 
senses. Another minute would have been 
too late. In one more instant I would have 
been swept into a passionate flood from 
which I couldn’t struggle back. 

Carlo’s eyes softened. He stood slim and 
straight. “When then, Claire?” he asked 
softly. “When?” 

The pressure was closing in on me again 
as my eyes ran over the lithe leanness of 
him. Temptation again assailed me, to 


I shouldn’t have melted in his hands 


hold out my arms, to take his face tender- 
ly between my hands— 

Carlo’s hands. The fear returned. | 
spoke quickly, aware of the throb of terror 
pulling at my temple. “Give me a chance, 
Carlo,” I pleaded. “I’ve got to think. 
You're so right, I do want you terribly. 
It’s been haunting me for weeks. But, you 
see, I’ve never—never fe 

‘Betrayed your husband?” He finished 
the thought for me. I wondered if there 
wasn’t a trace of irony, a tiny sneer in his 
voice, and the wonder stiffened me. 

“Right,” I shot back at him almost 
defensively. “In eight years I haven't.” 

A flicker of impatience crossed Carlo’s 
face, but his words were gently reasonable. 
“T don’t want you to do anything you don't 
want to do,” he said. “Take your time and 
think about it. Then let me know.” He 
was smiling. 

I nodded, let Carlo help me into my 
coat, and left, not daring to look at him 
again. I boarded a bus just outside the 
shop and rode in a daze all the way home. 

It was good the kids would be asleep. I 
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wanted to be alone to think out this awful 
decision. Was I going to be an unfaithful 
wife? Was I going to snatch at an ecstasy 
which might ruin my own life? I knew I 
shouldn’t even be thinking of it. But I was 
determined to face the facts, the most dis- 
wurbing of which was that after eight years 
of happy marriage, after proving that I 
could be a loving, faithful wife and mother, 
[was wildly infatuated with a male beau- 


Once home, I checked Allen and Chris 
Jr. They were lost in the innocent aban- 
don of child sleep, not stirring as I kissed 
them and rearranged the kicked-off covers. 
Then I went into Chris’ den, made a high- 
ball and sat down in the chair behind his 
desk. My eyes couldn’t avoid the small, 
leather picture frame with its twin color 
pictures of Chris and me, taken just after 
we were married. 

The phone rang. It was long distance. 
Of all times, when I really didn’t feel like 
talking to Chris. 

“Hi, darling,” he said happily. He was 
calling from Jersey City. As regional su- 
pervisor for a cosmetics company, he was 
out of town more than he was home. 

“I’ve been calling and calling,” he told 








me. “Thought maybe you’d gotten tired of 
being a deserted wife and packed up and 
left.” 

Depend on him to say something like 
that at precisely the wrong time. 

“No such dramatics, dear,” I told him 
with false, forced gaiety. “I just went to 
get my hair shampooed.” 

“Again?” he exclaimed. “Are you sure 
you're not having a crush on that beauti- 
cian character. You know what I told you.” 
He was laughing, remembering what he 
had told me. 

“Don’t be silly, Chris,” I told him. “I’ve 
got other things to do besides have affairs.” 
There was a small silence from the other 
end of the line. I had the feeling I hadn’t 
made a fortunate reply. With desperate 
quickness, I plugged up the quiet. 

“Want to know what Allen did today, 
Daddy?” I asked. And we were off, talking 
about the darlings. For those few moments 
I forgot the thing that had been weighing 
so heavily upon me—my infatuation with 
Carlo and the decision I had to make. 
“Love me?” Chris asked finally. 

“Of course I do, darling.” I told him. 
“Me too,” he said. “Good night, sweet- 
heart.” 

Sweetheart! When I hung up the phone, 
I sat staring at my highball. In its amber 
glow I seemed to see back to the days when 
Chris and I first became sweethearts .. . 


T WAS Atlantic City, my first time there. 
The Young People’s Union of my church 
in Boston had elected me a delegate to the 





national convention. I was just twenty-one, 
and life was beginning to open up like a 
flower bud. Then came Chris. 

I fell in love with his voice first. It was 
during one of the sessions when the chair- 
man called on Christopher Falls to read a 
resolution. Behind me, the rich, full voice 





throbbed forth, compelling an attentive 
silence from everyone in the place. 

I had been weary and bored with the 
long discussions, but suddenly my interest 
quickened. I turned to get a good look at 
the owner of this splendid voice. As I did, 
Christopher Falls looked up from the 
sheaf of papers in his hand. His gaze swept 
to mine and fastened there, then he fal- 
tered in his speech. Several people, follow- 
ing his concentrated stare, looked my way. 
Totally embarrassed, I whirled about in my 
seat and looked straight ahead. Yet, I felt 
a pleasant sensation, recalling the open 
admiration which had flicked in his eyes. 

After the meeting adjourned, I was on 
my way out of the hall when I almost ran 
smack into Christopher Falls, who stood 
blocking my path. 

“T owe you an apology,” he said. 

“Oh, it’s all right,” I began hastily, even 
more flustered than before. “You don’t 
have to apologize.” 

“Will you fogive me, honest?” he wanted 
to know. 

“Of course I forgive you,” I said. 

Then he wanted to know if, as a peace 
offering and proof that he was really for- 
given, he could take me to the ice cream 
parlor around the corner where all the 
young people went after meetings for re- 
freshments and to laugh and talk. 

When I agreed to let Chris take me for 
a soda, I had no idea we would spend bet- 
ter than an hour getting interested in each 
other, or that we would end up having a 
date for dinner and the movies the next 
evening. Chris was exciting then. He was 
just finishing his studies in law and had 
a burning desire to become a civil rights 
lawyer. It made me feel that my new 
friend had a great deal of substance and 
Most of the fellows I knew were 
possible 


worth. 
interested only in the shortest 
technique to get a girl off by herself for 
necking. 

After the convention, when Chris visited 
me from his hometown which luckily was 
just outside Boston, I found that his very 
indifference to the sort of thing other boys 
were interested in was what actually made 
him highly physically attractive to me. I 
found myself watching the shadows which 
played across his expressive face, the 
gleam which lit his eyes as he dreamed of 
his life as a lawyer. When we talked, Chris 
never said a word about love, but the de- 
sire was growing in me, strong as a tide, 
to be taken into his arms, to hear the deep 
music of his voice saying words, tender 
and passionate. 

I’ve never known whether Chris delib- 
erately fanned the flames by being so de- 
tached from such thoughts as those tearing 
at my emotions. All I know is that I 
reached a point where I was desperate for 
some sign that his interest in me wasn’t 
just a need for someone in whom to con- 
fide his dreams. 

One night, after Chris had brought me 
home from the movies, he talked of the 
gloriously short time before he’d be fin- 
ished with school and that much closer to 


bar examinations. I interrupted him sud- 
denly. 

“Chris,” I said. “I don’t want to be 
talked to. I want to be kissed.” I got the 
words out swiftly before I lost my nerve. 

He turned to me slowly, a look of in- 
credulity on his face. “You sweet darling,” 
he said. His voice was throbbing with the 
kind of feeling I’ve been wanting to hear. 
“You sweet, sweet darling.” 

Then my dream came true. I was utter- 
ly crushed in his arms. His lips and mine 
met in long, glorious unison. Before I knew 
it, I was practically bathed in tears. I was 
crying with the thankful happiness of 
knowing I hadn’t fallen in love with a man 
who didn’t love me. 


ERHAPS WHAT happened later was 

inevitable: Chris’ courtship of me and 
the resulting neglect of his work led to a 
miserable showing in his examinations. But 
he was so brave. so noble about it. He did 
a good job of pretending that it really 
didn’t matter. To my disturbed questions 
about what this meant to his career, Chris 
had soothing answers. He would abandon 
his studies for a while, and take a job so 
we could marry. Once we got settled down, 
he would return to school, take the exami- 
nations, serve out an apprenticeship in a 
lawyer’s office and take the bar. But I think 
we both knew that we were whistling in 
the forest, that Chris was forfeiting his 
greatest dream and pretending everything 
would turn out fine. 

Things did go well for a while. Chris 
got a job as door-to-door salesman for a 
national cosmetics company and, within 
five years, was the top salesman in the 
area. His growing income allowed us to 
move out of furnished rooms into a large 
apartment and to furnish it in comfortable 
style. 

It was a good life we had together— 
except for something which happened slow- 
ly but with deadly sureness: the reaction 
of sadness which welled up in Chris as he 
thought more and more about the career 
he had forsaken. We didn’t talk about it. 
We didn’t admit to each other that it was 
happening. And we didn’t fall out of love 
because of it. But we both knew that long 
shadows had fallen across our happiness. 
I began to see that Chris’ loyalty to his 
job was not merely motivated by ambition 
or to give his family the best, it was his 
way of punishing himself for having given 
up the hard road to law. his subconscious 
expression of resentment against me as the 
person who had helped him to go off the 
course to which his life had been dedi- 
cated. 

Chris worked so terribly hard that, men- 
tally and spiritually as well as physically, 
he was always tired. We were husband and 
wife in name—and other ways, too—but 
the flame of it, the fire of it, had died. Ever 
so often, I would catch my husband sitting, 
absorbed in deep reflection, or I would 
see the hurt in his eyes as he read or heard 
about something about the law or civil 
rights struggles. 
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tried to find a way to suggest that per- 
it was time for Chris to give up his 
und keep his pledge to go back to 
1. But I was a coward. I dreaded the 
ht of losing our security for lean, un- 
iin years ahead. It was my cowardice 
‘+h made me pretend to be jubilant 
Chris was offered the new job of re- 
il sales supervisor. He asked if I 
ht he ought to take it, even though 
ould mean long periods away from 
I knew that Chris wanted me to tell 
to turn the job down, and I wanted 
I couldn’t. I knew that in taking 
tep forward economically, we were 
ing up the white flag of surrender 
e shipwreck of our love. But I was 
vard. 
» Chris took the job, and the loneliest 
[ had known in my life belonged 
then. I tried bridge clubs and cock- 
arties, charity activities and making 
a model mother to the kids. But 
were still the sleepless nights, the 
tained pillows, the endless cups of 
culped down in misery as I sat star- 
ut the window. 
n Carlo opened his fashionable beau- 
on. It was Elsie, my dearest friend, 
eported the news to me. 
st imagine, dear.” she cooed over the 
\ dream of a man this Carlo. He’s 
h or Mexican or something very ex- 
He must have loads of money. His 
the utter end. And he is more 
nal-looking than his shop. Every- 
ying there.” 


AS only slightly interested in this 
report, amused at Elsie’s enthu- 
[ liked Elsie despite the fact that 
a social-climber. engrossed in fol- 
new trends and fashionable people. 
ame the second report from Elsie: 
were talking about how mysterious 
is, how odd it was that he showed 
rest in the women who thronged his 
They wondered all sorts of crazy, 
nice things. 
e I was so bored and lonely, I be- 
get curious myself about Carlo. 


was not the only one reporting. He 


| my bridge club members discussed. 
| times when Chris was home, I told 

a matter of gossip. what fools the 
making of themselves over 


were 
rlo. 
“Most male beauticians 
nterested in women,” he said. 
rd to explain why Chris’ statement 
1 me. It was, after all, exactly what 
f the women had been saying, and I 
ritten the insinuation against Carlo 
viciousness on the part of women 
nored. But Chris’ 
ent “pred I found myself resenting 
band’s general indictment of male 
ins. I had to laugh at myself when 
er the first flush of inner fury. What 
Carlo to me? 
incident was the last fillip my 
needed to urge me to meet Carlo 


laughed. 


saying it was 


for myself. With a twinge of guilt, thinking 
about Mrs. Clark, whose beauty shop I had 
patronized for years, I called Carlo’s salon 
one Monday and asked for an appointment 
with Carlo himself. And foolishly I grew 
impatient for the time to arrive. 


Tat FIRST visit started as a disap- 

pointment. The shop was all the 
women said it was, and Carlo was even 
more handsome, smooth and courteous. But 
I was disappointed because I felt no thrills 
and tremors the way other women had felt 
in his presence. He didn’t excite me in 
the faintest—until he shampooed my hair. 
That first day, without even knowing it, I 
fell in love with Carlo’s hands. 

I came home, condemning myself for be- 
ing a king-sized fool, breaking the routine 
of my life to do such a silly thing. I vowed 
that I would return to my senses and keep 
my next regular beauty appointment with 
Mrs. Clark. I fully intended to keep my 
word until that night when I tried to go to 
sleep and couldn’t because, wide awake, 
I had a fantastic dream. 

Carlo’s hands appeared before me in a 
weird and wonderful ballet of movement. 
They were firm, strong, brown hands, flex- 
ing themselves and moving the long. slen- 
der fingers with a grace which took my 
breath. Then suddenly, I couldn’t see his 
hands anymore. I could feel them, those 
fingers caressing my scalp, sending chills 
and thrills through my spine. 

Almost at the point of screaming, I 
realized that these were the sensations 
which had assailed me, and which I had 
fought back as I sat in Carlo’s chair that 
day. 

I tried to laugh at myself the next day, 
to ridicule and minimize the strange ex- 
perience I had been through. Yet, it was so 
vivid in my mind. It seemed as though. that 
day and many days thereafter, I moved in 
a trance. hypnotized by some subtle in- 
fluence. I couldn’t get Carlo and his hands 
out of my mind. He was in my dreams, 
sleeping or awake, and always there were 
those beautiful hands, those terrifying 
hands. 

Then, a week after my first visit to Carlo, 
I talked myself into what seemed to be a 
rational decision: since I was affected by 
this silly reaction, I told myself, 
sible thing was to go back to Carlo and see 
for myself that there was nothing to it. 
This would be the cure, I argued, not ad- 
mitting that I felt I had to go back to him. 

And the second visit only made things 
worse. Carlo was his same impersonal, 
charming self. But this time there was no 
doubt: the hands were hypnotic. I wanted 
to scream. to cry. I wanted Carlo’s fingers 
to stop caressing me, to caress me forever. 
I didn’t know what I wanted. 

I was a mental and physical wreck when 
I reached home that afternoon, and became 
worse as the days passed. I was obsessed 
with the addict-like need to feel those 
heavenly, hellish hands—hands that made 
me want to cringe one minute and to purr 
like a kitten the next. 


the sen- 


For weeks the madness went on and my 
life seemed to change. I lived for my ap.’ 
pointments with Carlo, and throughout % 
all he gave no sign of recognition, no sign’ 
except once in a while when those dar 
eyes met mine with a faint, knowing gleam 

Then, that fateful day in the shop, Carloy 
had suddenly made the advances which J) 
had believed I wanted. I had stalled 
temporarily, but he was waiting. And h 
I was, trying to decide whether I was goip 
to betray my husband, ignore my respons 
bility to my children for short-lived ecstas 
with a man I didn’t even know. It migh 
have been easy to do if Chris had beent# 
small-minded. mean or suspicious. But I 4 
knew that no idea of what was going on 
inside me had crossed Chris’ mind. Dear, © 
sweet Chris. How I wished we could © 
regain that electric something which once 
crackled between us when we touched. J 

Now, I had that feeling for Carlo. Why” 
not admit it? Carlo’s hands were a symbol 
of the starvation I felt for love, for hands ” 
to caress me. ... d 

; 

PIERCING shriek jolted me out of my — 
nightmare. It came from the _boys® 
room. I ran down the hall and found Chris 
Jr. sitting up in bed, frozen with fright, 

“Mommy, Mommy, don’t leave me.” he. 
cried, not yet fully awakened from what? 
apparently was a bad dream. 

I held him gently in my arms until the 
panic left his face. “You all right, dar- 
ling.” I whispered finally. 

Chris Jr. was curled up in my arms, a 
serene look now on his face. 

“There were lions and tigers.” he said, 
“They were after me and they had eaten 
Daddy all up and I wanted you and you 
had gone away. Mommy.” 

I kissed the small face and took the tiny 
hand gently. 

“Mommy will never leave you, darling,” 
I said. 

I looked down at my son’s hand, resting 
trustingly in mine. I felt the tender fingers, 
and I remembered the hands which had 
haunted me for days—Carlo’s hands. 

Suddenly, like a heaven-sent miracle, I 
had freedom from the fears and desires 
which had tormented me. Suddenly I knew 
that the touch of my sons’s hand. a baby 
touch with no pressure, no strength, was 
more important than all the twisted, tor- 
tured longings in the world. 

I knew then that when little Chris was 
safely asleep, I would go to the telephone 
and ask his daddy to come home to me as 
soon as he could. I would tell him I was 
waiting for him so we could discuss his 
future—his future as the kind of man he 
had dreamed of being when I first met 
him. i 
I didn’t even wonder about the financial 7 
sacrifice. There, with the miracle of rej 
surging love for little Chris and for the ~ 
man who gave him to me, I knew there was ~ 
one thing we’d be unable to afford in our” 
treatments at a certain expensive 


THE END 
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